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' Tar was for youth, Strength, Mirth, and wit that Time 
Alot count their golden Ages but twas not thine ; 
Fine was Jy atcr roearcs, 0 much refind_ 
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and are to be ſold at his ſhop in StDunſtans 
Church-yard in Fleer-flreet. 1633. 
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INFINITATI SACRUM, 
16. eAuguſti 16 01, 
ME TEMPSYCOSIS... 
| Pima Satyricon: 


EPISTLE. 


DB Thers at: the Porches and | 
WEN entries 'of their Buildings || 
I PS \s ſer their Aries ;'I, my pi- 


6 Rture; if any colode can de- | 

N liver : 2 minde ſo plaine, and 

7s < flat, and through light as | 
inc. MIR. at a new Author, [ doubt, 
and ſticke, and doc not ſay quickly, good. 
enſine much and taxe, And this liberty coſts 
ec more then others, by how much my 
dwne things are worſe then others. Yet [I 
@wvould not be ſo rebellious againſt my lelte, 
3s not to. doc it, fince 1 Jove it; nor ſo pn- 
uſtto others, to do i fine talione, As long as 
give them as good hold upon mce, they 
muſt pardon mee my bitings . I forbid 
Ic im, vena buchim ther like cn oy 
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Councell forbids not bookes , but Authors, | 
damning what ever ſucha name hath or ſhall | 
write, None writes ſo ill,that he gives not ſome 
, thing exemplary , to follow, or flie. Now 
when [ beginne this booke, I have no purpoſe 
ro comeinto any mans debt, how my ſtocke 
will hold out I knovv not, perchance waſte, |; 
perchance increaſe in ule; if I doe borrow any # 


thing of Antiquitie, beſides that I make ac- 
count that [ pay it to poſterity, with as much 
and as good: You fhall ſtill inde mee to ac- W 
knowledge.it, and'to thanke not him one- 
ly that hath digg'd out treaſure for mee, but Ii 
that hath lighted mee a candle to the place, All | 

which I will bid you remember , (for I will 
have no ſuch Readers as|l can teach) is, that the 
Pithagorian doQtrinedoth not onely carry one | 
ſoule from manto man, nor manto beaſt, but |} 


indifferently to plants alſo: and therefore you f 


muſt notgrudge to finde the ſameſoulein an F 
Emperour,in a Poſt-horſe,and in a Mucheron, | 
ſince no unreadinelſe in the ſoule, bur an in- |} 
diſpoſition in the organs workes this. And | 

4 Ys r 
therefore thaugh this ſoule could not move 
when it wasa Melon, yet it may remetaber, | 
and now tell mee,at what laſcivious banquet it 
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" was ſerv'd. And though it could not ſpeake, 


| &S 


when it was a ſpider, yet it can remember, 
-and now tell me,who uſed it for poyſon to at- 


-F cainedignitie. How ever the bodies have dull'd 
28 her other faculties, her memory hath ever been 
WF her ili which makes me fo ſeriouſly deli- 


vs 
I- 


o 
4 
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veryou by her relation all her paſſages from 
her 7 making when ſhee was that 
aple which Eve cate, to this time 
when ſhee is hee, whol<s life 
you ſhall inde in the end 
of this booke. 
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bar doth not controule, 
| Plac'd in moſt ſhapes; all times 
zD before the law 3 901 
<< Aa Yoak'd us, and when, and ſince, 
& TSR GR in this] ing. 
And the great world to hisaged evening; 
From infant morne, through manlynoone I draw, 
What the gold Chaldee,or filver Perſian ſaw, 
Greeke braſſe, or Roman iron, is inthis one; 
A worke Youtweare Seth; pillars, bricke and one, 
And(holywrits excepted) made to yeeld to none; 
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Thee,eyec of heaven,this greatSoule envies nor, 
By thy-male force,isall wee have, begot, 
In thefirſteaſt,thou now begins to ſhine, 
Suck'ſt early balme, and Iland ſpices there, 
And wilt anon 1n thy looſe-rein'd careere 
Ar Tagus, Po,Sene, Thames,and Danon dine, 
And fee at night thy Weſterne land of mine 
Yet haſt thou not more nations ſcene theg ſheet, 
That before thee,oneday beganne to be, 
And thy fraile light being quench'd, ſhall long,long 


(out live thee, 
REI a nrnonn om mtr nent ee reno hm wing 
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Northholy I22vs in whoſe ſoveraigne boate 

The Church,and all the Monarchies did floate, 

Thar ſwimming Colledge, and free Hoſpitall 

Ofall mankinde, that cage and vivarie, 

Of fowles, and beaſts,in whoſe wombe, Deſtinie 

Us,and out lateſt nephewes did inſtall 

( From thence are all deriv'd, that fillthis All) 

Did'ſt thou in that great ſtewardſhip embarke 

So diverſe ſhapes into that floating parke, 

As have beene moved, and inform'd by this heavenly 
» _  (fparke. 
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Great Deſtiny the commiſſary of God, 
That haſt mark'd our a path and period 

For every thing,who,where wee of-ſpring tooke, 
Our wayesand endsſeeſt at one inſtant, Thou 

Knot of all cauſes,thou whoſe changeleſſe brow 
Ne're ſmiles nor frownes,O veuch-ſafe thou to looke 
And ſhew my ſtory, inthy eternall booke. 

That (if my prayer be fit) I may 'underſtand 

So much my ſelte,as to know with what hand, 

How ſcant, or liberall this my lifes race is ſpand. 
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To my fixe luſters almoſt now outwore, 
Exceptthy booke owe mee ſo many more, 
Except my legend be free from the letts 
Of ſteepe ambition, ileepie povertie, 
| Spirit-quenching fickneſle, du]l captivitie, 
DiſtraQting buſineſſe,and from beauties nets, 
And all that calls from this,and to others whets; 
O let menor launch our, but let mee ſave 
Thexpence of braine and ſpirit, that my grave 
His right and due,a whole unwaſted man may have; 
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VI. 


Butiteny dayes be long, and good enough, 

In vaine this ſea ſhall enlarge, orenrough 

Ic ſelfe; tor I will through the wave, and fome, 

And ſhall inſad love wayes, a lively ſpright 

Make my darke heavy Poem light, and light. 

For thoughthrough many ſtreights, & lands I roame, _,! 

I launch at paradiſe, and I ſaile towards home; q 

The courſe I there began, ſhall herebe ſtaid, 

Saileshoiſed there,(troke here,and anchors laid | 
In /Thames,which were at Tigrys, and Euphrates 4 

| (waide, 
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For the great ſoule which here among(t us now 
Doth dwell,and moves that hand,and congue,&brow, | 
Which as the Moone the ſea,moves us, to heare 1 
Whoſe ſtory,with long patience you will long, 
(For 'tis the crownegand laſt ſtraine of my ſong) as 
This ſonle to whom Lather, and Mahomet were * 
Priſons of fleſh; this ſoule which oft did teare, | 
And mend thewracks of th'Empire, and late Rome, 
And liv'd when every great change did come, 

Had firſt in paradiſe, a low, but fatall roome. - 
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Yetno low roome, nor then the oreateſt,leſſe, 
It (as devout and ſharpe men fitly gueſle) 


$ That Crofle, our joy,and griete, where nailes did tye 
*& That All,which alwayes was al], every where 


Which could not ſinne, and yet all finnes did beare; 


F Vhichcould not die,yet could not chuſe bur die; 


Stood in the ſelfe ſame roome in Calvarie, 

Where firſt grew the forbidden learned tree, 

For on that tree hung in ſecurity (free, 
This Soule,made by the Makers will from pulling 
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I X. 


Prince of the orchard, faire as dawning morne, 
Fenc'd with the law,and ripe as ſoone as borne 
That apple grew,which this Soule did 
Till the then climing ſerpent,that now creeps 
For that offence, for which all mankinde weepes, 
Tooke it,and Cher whom the firſt man did wive 
(Whom and her race, only forbiddings drive) 
Hegave it,ſhe,t her huſband,both did cate; 
So periſhed the eaters,and the meate: 

And wee (for treaſon taintsthe blood) thence dic 
| 414.1 (and ſweat. 
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X. 


Man all at once was there by woman \laine, 
And one by one we'are here {latte o'er againe 
By them. The moci.cr poiſoned the well-head, 
The daughters here corrypts us, 
No ſmalneſle ſcapes,no greatneſle breake their nets, 
She thruſt us ont, and by them weare led 
Aſtray,from rurning,to whence we are fled, 
Werepriſoners Judges,t'would ſeeme rigorous, 
* ZSheeſinn'd\we here,partof our paine is, thus 4 
To love them, whoſe |fault co this painfall love 
(yoak'dus, 
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X I. 


So faft inus doth this corruption grow, 
That now wee dare aske why wee ſhould be ſo, 
Would God (diſputes the curious Rebell) make 
A law, and would not haye it kept? Orcan 
His creatures will,croſſe his? Ofevery man 
For one,will God(and be juſt) vengeance take? 
Who ſinn'd? t'wasnor forbiddento the ſnake 
Nor her,who was not then made;nori'ſt writ 
That Adam cropt, or knew the apple; yet 
The worme and ſhe,and he, and wee endure for it. 
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® But ſnatch mee heavenly Spirit, from this vaine 
| Reckoning their vanities,leſſe is their gaine 
3 Then hazard ſtill, to meditate on 11], 
4 Though with good minde, their reaſons like thoſe 
'# Of glafie bubles, with the gameſome boyes (toyes 
& Stretchto ſo nice a thinnes througha quill 
-"* Thatthey themſelves breake,doe themſelves ſpill, 
- Arguing isheretiques game,and Exerciſe 
As wraſtlers,perfe& them; Not liberties 
'* Of ſpeech, burſilence, hands, not rongues, end 
| (hereſies. 
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® Juſtin that inſtant when the ſerpents gripe, 
3 Broke the ſlight veines,and tender conduit-pipe, 
% Through which this ſfoule from the trees roor did 
1% Life,and growth to this apple, fled away (draw 
5 This looſe ſoule,old,one and another day. | 
& Aslightning,which one ſcarce dares ſay,he ſaw, 
8 Tis fo ſoone gone, (and better proofe the law 
W Offſenſe,then faith requires) ſwiftly ſhe flew 
Toa darke and foggie Plot, Her, her fates threw 
There through th'earth-pores, andin a Plant houſ'd 
1 | her a new. 
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The plant thus abled, to. it felfe did force 
A place, where no place| was; by natures courſe | 
As aire from water, water ticets away | 
From thicker bodies,by this root thronged fo | 
His ſpungie confines gave himplace to grow, 
Juſtas in our ſtreets, when the people (tay 
To ſee the Prince,and fo fiil'd the way 
That weeſels ſcarce could paſle, when ſhe comes nerc 
They throng and cleave up,and a paſſage cleare, 

As if, for that time, their round budics flatned were. 


XV. 


His right arme he thruſt out towards the Eaſt, - | 
\Weſt-ward his letr; th'ends did themſelves digeſt | 
Into ten leſſer ſtrings,theſe fingers were: 
And as aſlumyerer firerching on his bed; 
This way he this, and that way ſcattered 
His other legge, which feet with toes upbeare; 
Grew oh his middle parts, the firſt day, haire, 
To ſhow, that in loves buſineſſe hee ſhould ill 
A dealcr bee,and be u{'d well,or ill: 
His apples kinde, his leaves, force of conception 
(kill. 
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| 
A mouth,but dumbe,he hath;blinde eyes,deate eares, 
And to his ſhoulders dangle ſubtile hatres; 
A young Colsſſi there hee Randsupright, 
And as that ground by him were conquered 
Alcafie garland weares he on his head 
Enchas'd with little fruits,ſo red and bright 
That for them you would call your Loves lips white; 


1erc So,ofa loneunhaunted place poſleſt, 
Did this ſoules ſecond Inne, built by the gueſt 
crc. This living buried man,this quiet mandrake,reſt, 
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3 Noluſtfull woman came this plant to grieve, 
'Z Bur t'was becauſe there was none yet bur Eve: 


* Andihe(withother purpoſe)kill'd it quite, 


tion 
kill. 
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8 Her ſinne had now brought in infirmities, 
# Andſoher cradled child,the moiſt red eyes 
Had never ſhar,nor ſleeprfince it ſaw light, 
Poppie ſhe knew, ſhe knew the mandrakes might, 
% And torcupboth,and ſo coold her childs blood, 
'F Unvirtuous weeds might long unvex'd have ſtood; 
& Lurthee's ſhort liv'd, that with his death can doe 


(moſt good. 
XVIII, 
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To an unfetterd (oules quick nimble haſt 
Are falling Rars, and heartsthoughts, buf ſlow pac'd: 
Thinner then burnt aire flies this ſoule,and ſhe 
Whom toarcnew comming,and foure parting Suns 
Had tonnd.and left the Mandrakesrenant,runnes 
Thoughtleſſe of change, when her firme deſtiny 
: Confin'd, and enjayld her, that ſeem'd fo free, 

Into a ſmall blew ſhell,the which a poore 

.Warme bird oreſpread,and tat ſtill evermore, 
Till her uncloath'd child kickt, and pick'd it ſelfe a 

; (dore, 
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XIX. j 


Outcrept afparrow,this ſovles moving Inne, 

On whoſe raw armes ſtitte feathers now begin, 

As childrens teeth through gummes,to breake with 

His fleſh isjelly yet,and his benes threds, (paine, 

All downy anew mantle overfpreads, 

A mouth he opes, which would as much containe 

As his late houſe, and the firſt houre ſpeaks plaine, 

And chirps alowd for meat, Meat fit for men - 

His father ſteales for him,and fo feeds then (hen. 
One,that within a moneth, will beate him from his 
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In this worlds youth wiſe nature did make haf}; 
# Thiogs ripened ſooner,and did longer laſt; 
 Alrcady this hot cocke in buſh and tree 
# In field and rent oreflutters his next hen, 
* Heasks her nor, whodid fo taft, nor when, 

*: Nor if his ſ{iſter,or his neece ſhee be, 

. Nor doth ſhe pule for his inconflancie 

\-., If in her ſight he change, nor doth refuſe 
& Thenext that calls;both liberty doe uſe; 
| Where ſtore is of both kindes, buth kindes may 


Av 
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5 (freely chaſe. 
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bs Men, till they tooke laws which made freedome lefle, 
® Their daughters,and their ſiſters did ingreſſe, 


'2F Til now unlawfull, therefore ill; t'was not 


# Sojolly, that it can move this ſoule;ls 
\# The body fo free of his kindneſles, 


"& Thatſelfe preſerving it hath now forgor, 


And ilackneth ſo the ſoules, and bodies knor, 

Which tEperance ſtreightens;freely on his the friends 

He blood and fpirit, pith, and marrow ſpends, | 
I!l teward of himſelf, himſelfe in three yeares ends. 
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Elſe might he long have liv'd; man did not know 
Ofgummie blood, which doth in holly grow 
How to make bird-lime,nor how to deccive 
With faind calls, his nets, or enwrapping ſnare 
The free inhabitants of the Plyant aire; 
Man to beget,and womanto conceive 

_Askt not of rootes,nor ofcock-ſparrowes, leave: 
Yet chuſeth hee, though none of theſe he feares, 
Pleaſantly three,then ſtreightned twenty yeares 

To live,and to encreaſe,himſclte outweares. 


XXIIL. 


This cole with overblowing quench'd and dead. 

The Soule from her too ative organs fled 

T'a brooke; a female fiſhes fandic Roe 

VWruhthe males jelly,newly levined was, 

For they intertouched as they did paſle, 

Andone ofthoſe ſmall bodies,fitted fo, 

This ſoule inform'd, andabled ir toroe 

{t ſclte with finnie oares, which ſhe did fit, 

Her ſcales ſeem'd yer of parchment, and as yet 
Perehanee a fiſh, but by no name you could call ic, 
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2X Whengoodly,like a ſhip 1n her full trim, 
'X A ſwan,ſo white that you may unto him 
x Compareall whitenefle, but himſelfe to none, 
* Glided along, and as he glided watch'd, 
'# And with his arched necke this poore fiſh catch'd. 
7 Itmov'd with tate, as if tolooke upon 
. Low things it ſcorn'd, and yetbefore that one 
--. Couldthinke he ſought ir, he had ſwallowed clcare 
| if 'This,and much ſuch, and unblam'd devour'd there 
* All,but who too ſwift, too great, or well arm'd 
(were 


XXV, 


% Now ſwome apriſon in a priſon put, 
And now this Soule in double walls was ſhut, 
3 Till melted with the Swans digeſtive fire, 
# Sheleft her houſe the iſh, and vapour'd forth; 
1® Fatenot affording bodies of more worth 
2X Forher as yet, bids her againe retire 
8 T'another fiſh,to any new deſire 
# Madeg new prey; For,he that can to none 
*} Reſiſtance make, nor complaint, ſure is gone. 
& Weakneſſe invites, bur ſilence feaſts oppreſſion, 
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Pace with the native ftreame, this fiſh doth keepe , 

And journeyes with her,towards the glaſſie deepe, 

But oft retarded,once witha hidden ner (taught 

Though with great windowes, for when need firſ} 

Theſe tricks to catch food, the they were not wrought 

As now, with curious greedinefle to let 

None ſcape, but few, and fit for uſe to ger, 

As,in this trap a ravenous pike was tane, 

VV ho, though himſelfe diſtret,wonld faine have ſlain 
This wretch, So hardly are ill habits lefr again. 
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Hereby her ſmallneſſe ſhee two deaths orepaſt, 

Once innocence ſcap'd,and left the eppreflor faſt, 

The netthrough-ſwome, ſhe keepes the liquid path, 

And whether the leape up ſometimes to breath | 

And ſuck in aire, or findeiit underneath, 

Or working partslike mills, or limbecks hath 

To make the wether thinne, and airelike faith 

Cares not, but ſafe the Place ſhe's come unto 

Where freſh, with ſalt waves meet, and what rodoe 

She knowes not, but betwecne both makesa boord 

(or two 
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3X So farre from hiding her gueſts, water is 

2X That ſhe ſhowes them in bigger quantities 

© Then they are. Thus doubtlull of her way, 

2 For game andnot tor hunger a ſea Pie 

4 8 Spicd through thistraiterous {peQacle, from high, 

®* The eely fiſh where it diſputing lay, 

” And tend her doubts and her,beares her away, 
Exalted ſhe'is,bur to the exalrers g00d, 

*: Asare by great ones, men which lowly ſtood. 

* It's rail d,tobe the Raiſers inſtrument and food. 


XXIX. 


| 2% Is any kinde ſubje& to rape like fiſh» 
&] Il] unto man,they neither doe, nor wiſh: 


t; b = Fifhers they kill not,nor with noiſe awake, 
ms They doe nor hunr,nor ſtrive to make a prey 
= Ot beaſts,northeir yong fonnes to beare away, 
E 1  Foules they purſue not,nordoundertake 

| To ſpoile theneſts induſtruousbirds do make; 

© Yet them all theſe vnkinde kinds feed upon, 
» ® Tokill them is anocc 
doe Fon 
oP Andlawes make fafts, 8 lents for their deſtru&ion, 
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A ſudden iiffe land-winde in that ſelfe houre 
To ſea-ward forc'd this bird, that did devour 
The fiſh;he cares not, for with caſe he flies, 
Far glutconies beſt orator: at laft 
So long hee hath flowen, and hath flowen ſo faſk 
That leagues o'er-paſt at ſea, now tir dhee lyes, 
And with his prey, that till then languiſhr, dies, 
"The ſoules no longer foes, two waycs did crre, 
The fiſh I follow,andkeepe no calender 

Ofthe other; he lives yet in ſome great officer, 
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Into an embrionfiſÞ, our Soule is throwne 

Andin duetime throwne out againe, and growne 

To ſuch vaftneſſe,as if ed 

From Greece, Morea were, and that by ſome 

Earthquake unrooted, looſe Morea ſwome, 

Or ſeas from Africks body had ſeyercd 

And torne the hopefull Promontories head, 

This fiſh would ſceme theſe,and , when all hopes failc, 

AFgreat ſhip overſct,or without ſaile (whale. 
Hulling, might (when this wasa whelp)be like this 
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# Arcvcry iroake his brazen finnes do take 

WM Morecircles inthe broken ſea they make 

3 Then cannons voices, when the aire they teare: 

3+ His ribs arepillars, and his high arch'd roofe 

3 Of barke that blunts beſt ſteele, is thunder-proofe, . 
&* Swimme in him ſwallowed Dolphins, without feare, 
% ** Andfeele no ſides, as if his yaſt wombe were 

Some Inland ſea, and ever as hee went * 


r. S To joyn our {cas, with ſeas above the firmament. 
of 5 
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0 XXXITI: 


TER. , 
: Bs hunts not faſh, but as an officer, 
#Stayesin his court,at his owne ner,and there 


: 
nc 
i XZ A1l ſuitors of all ſorts themſelves enthrall, 
So on his backelyes this whale wantoning, 
FAad 1n his gulfe-like throat, ſucks every thing 
Thar paſleth neare. Fiſh chaſeth fiſh,and all, 
Flyer ard follower, in this whirlepoole fall ; 
s faile. | MO might nor ſtates of more equality 
whale, FEConiiſte and 1s1t ot neceſſity (muſt diez 
Le this | That thouſand guiltleſſe ſmals, ro make one great, 
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Now drinkes he up ſeas,and he catesup flocks, 

He juſtles Jlands,and he ſhakes firme rockes. 

Now ina roomefull houſe this Soule doth float, 

Andlike a Prince ſhe ſends her faculties 

To all her limbes,diſtant as Provinces. 

The Sunnehath twenty times both crab and goate 

Parched,ſince firſt lanch'd forth this living boare. 

- *Tis/greateſt now, and to deſtruction 

Neareſt; There's no pauſe at perfeQton. 
Greatneſſea period hath, bur hath no ſtation. 


 ——————_— — OO ———_— 


XXXV. 


 Twolittle fiſhes whomhee never harm'd,' 

Nor fed ontheir kinde,two nor throughly arm'd 

With hope that they could kill him, nor could doe 

Good to themſelves by his death:they did nor eate 

His fleſh,nor fuck thoſe oyles, which thence outſtreat, 

Conſpir'd againſt him, and it might undoe 

Theplot of all, that the plotters were two, 

, Burrhat they fiſhes were, and could nor ſpeake. 
How ſhalla Tyran wiſe ſtrong projeRs breake,! 

It wrechescan on them the commonanger wreake? 
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| XXXVI. 


{ The faile-find Threſher, and ſtecl.beak'd Sword. fiſh 
3 Onely attempt to doe,what all doe wiſh. 
* The Threſher backs him, and tobeate begins; 
/” The ſluggard Whale yeelds to oppreſſion, 
* Andrhidehimſelfe from ſhame and danger, downe 
; © epics tro ſinke;the Swordfiſh upward ſpins, 
And gores him withhis beake; his iaffe-like finnes, 
So were the one, his ſword the other plyes, 
- That now a ſcoffe, and prey this tyran dyes, 
And ( his owne dole) feeds with himſelfe all 
(companies. 
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© Whowill revenge his death? or who will cal 
#3 Thoſe to account,that thoughr,and wrought bis fall? 
| The heires of ſlaine kings, wee ſee areoften ſo 
Tranſported with the joyof what they ger, 
*. That they,revenge, and obſequies forger, 
& Nor will againſt ſuch men the people goe, 
+ Becauſe h'is now dead, to whom they ſhould ſhow 
+ Love in thataQ. Some! kings by vice being growne 
# Soneedy of ſubjets love,that of their own (ſhown. 
- They thinke they loſe, if love be to the dead Prince 
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This 'Soule,now tree from priſon,and paſſion, 

Hath yeta little indignation | 

Thar ſo ſmall hammers ſhould ſo ſoone downe bear 

Sogreat a caſtle, And having for her houſe 

Got the ſtreight cloyſter of a wreched mouſe 

(As baſelt men that have not what to cate, 

Nor enjoy ought, doe farre more hate the great 

Then they, who good repos'd eltates poſleſle) 

T his Soule, late taught that great things might by leſſc 
Be ſlain,togallant miſchiete doth herſelfe addrefle. 
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XXX1X. 


Natures great maſter-peece, an Elephant, 

The onely harmleſſe great thing ; the gtanr 

Of beaſts; who thought, no more had gone, to make 
Bur co be juſt,and thankfull,lothito offend, (one wiſe 
(Yetnature hath given him no knees to bend) 
Himſfelte he up-props,0n himſelte relies 

And foe to none, ſuſpesno enemies, 

Still fleeping food, vex't not his fantaſic 
Blackedreames, like ah unbent bow, careleſſy 

His ſinewy Proboſcis did remilly lie, 
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# In which as in a gallery this mouſe 
: # Walk'd, and ſurveid the roomes of this vaſt houſe, 
"Ry k * And to the braine, the ſoules bedchamber, went, 
4 And gnaw'd thelife cords there; Like a whole towne 
Cleane undermin'd, the flaine beaſt rumbled downe, 
' With him the murtherer dies whom envy.ſent 
To kill,nort ſcape,for, only hee that ment 
» Todie, didever kill a man ofberter roome, 
leſſe * And thus he made his foehis prey, and tombe: 
elle, * Whocaresnot to turn back, may any whither come. 


- 
&- 


\ —__—— 
De eee EE nd CIP  —w—nw —— - _ n——cre— —C — 


X LK, 


© '+* 


|: 


q 
23 Next,hous'd this SouleaWolves yet unborne whelp, 
Till the beſt midwife, Nature, gave it helpe, 
1ake I To ifſue.It could kill, as ſoone as goe, 
wiſc [; Abel,as white, and milde as his ſheepe were, 
(W ho in that trade of Church,and kingdomes, there 
Wy Was the firſt rype) was (ill inteſted foe, 
X With this rolled that it bred his loſſe and woe; 
NR And yet his birch ;his ſeatinel] artends 
# The flocke fo neere,{o well warnes and defends, - 
# That the woltfe, (hopeleſſe (elſe) ro- corrupt her, 
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Hee tooke a courſe, which {ince, ſucceſtully, 

Great men have often taken,to eſpie 

The counſels, or to breake the plots of toes, 

To Abels tent he ſtealerh in the darke, 

On whoſe skirts the bitch {lept;cre ſhe could barke, 

Attach'd her with fircight gripes, yet hee call'd thoſe, 

Embracements of lave;to loves worke he goes, 

Where deeds move more then words; nor doth ſhe 

Nor much refiſt,nor needs hee ftreightenſo (ſhow, 
His prey, for,were ſhee looſe, ſhe would nor barke, 

nor goe, 


XLIII, 


Hee hath engag'd her;his, ſhe wholy bides; 

Who not her owne,none others ſecrets hides, 

It to the flocke hecome, and Abell there, 

She faines hoarſe barkinps, bur ſhe biteth not, 

Her faith is quite; but not her love forgor. 

Arlaſi a trap,of which|ſome every where 

Abell had plac'd,ends all his loſſe,and feare, 

By the Wolves death;and now juſt time it was 

Thar aquicke ſoule ſhould give life to that maſle 
Of blood in Abels bitch,and thither chis did paſſe. 
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XLIV. 


® Some have their wives,their ſiſters ſome begor, 


Bur. in the lives of Emperours you ſhall not 


3 * Reade of aluſtthe which may equall this; 
'”> This wolfe begot himſelte, and finiſhed 


- What he began alive,when hee was dead, 


Sonne to himſelfe,and fathertoo, hee is 


' Aridling luſt, for which Schoolemen would mifſe 


A proper name, The whelpe of both theſe lay 
In Abels tent, and with ſoft Moaba, 
His ſiſter,being yong, it us'dto ſport and play. 


XLV. 


Hee ſpone for her too harſh,and churliſh grew, 
And Abell/the dam dead) would uſe this new 


For the field, being of ewo kindes made, 
He,as his dam,from ſheepe drove wolves away, 


” Andashis Sire,he made them his owne prey . 

| Five yeares he liv'd,and coſened with his trade, 
* Then hopelefſe that his faults were hid,betraid 
* Himſelfe by flight,and by all followed, 

x From dogpes, a wolfe,from wolves, a dogge he fled; 


And, like a ſpie to both ſides falſe, he periſhed. 
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It quickned nexta coyfull Ape, and (0 
Gameſome it was, that it might treely goe 
Fromtent to tent,and with the children play, 
His organs now fo like theirs hee doth finde, 
That why he cannot laugh,and ſpeake his minde, 
He wonders. Much withall, moſt he doth tay 
With Adams fift daughter Siphateria, 
Doth gaze on her,and,where (he paſſeth,paſle, 
Gathers her fruits,and tumbles on the graſle, 

And wiſeſ of that kinde,the firſt true lover was. 


XLVII. 


He was the firſt that more deſir'd to have 

One then another; firſt that ere did crave 

Love. by mute {ignes,and had no power to ſpeake; 

Firſt that could make love faces,or could doe 

The valters ſomberſalts,or us'd to wooe 

VVith hoiting gambolls, his owne bones to breake 

To/makehis miſtreſſe merry; or to wreake 

Her anger on himſelfe,Sinnes againſt kinde 

They eaſily doe,that can ler feed their minde 
With outward beauty, beauty they in boyes and 

| {beaſts do find. 
XLVIII, 
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# {By this miſled, too low things men have prov'd, 
A And too high,beaſts and angels have beene lov' d; 
F * This A pe,thoughelſerhrough-vaine,in this was wiſe, 
= He reach'd at things too l1gh, but open way 
"There was,and he knew nor ſhe would ſay nay; 
His toyes prevaile not,likeliermeanes he tries, 
He gazeth on her face with teare-ſhot eyes, 
And up lifts ſubtly with his ruſſer pawe 
| -, Herkidskinne apron without feareor awe 
$. +, Of nature; natucehath no gaole, though ſhee hath 
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Firſt ſhe wasfilly and knew not what he ment, 
That vertue,by his touches,chaft and ſpent, 
Kioroen an itchic warmth, that melts her quite, 


wv» 


he knew notfirſt,now cares not what he doth, 
And willing halfe and more, more then halte Toorh 
She neither puls nor puſhes,but outright 


” Un ow cries, and now repents; when Tethelemite 
| er brother, eatred,and a great ſtone threw 
3 frer the Ape, who, thus prevented, flew, (new, 
hl This houſe thus batter'd downe, the Soule poſlcit a 
find. 
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And whether by this\change ſhe loſe or win, (in, | 
She comesour next,where the Ape would have gone | 
Adamand Eve had mingled bloods, and now 
Like Chimiques equalFfires, her temperate wombe 
Had fiew'd and form'dit:and part did become 
A ſpungie liver,that did richly allow, 
Likea free conduit,on a high kils brow, 
Life keeping moiſture unto every part, 
Part hardned it ſelfe/toa thicker heart, 

Whoſe butte furnaces lifes ſpirits do impart, 


LT. 


Another part became'the well of ſenſe, 
The tender well arm'd\feeling braine,from whence, 
Thoſe {inowic firings which do onr bod'es tie, 
Are raveld out,and taſtthere by one end, 
Did this Soulelimbes, theſe limbes a foule attend, 
And now they joyn'd: keeping ſome quality 
Ofevery paſt ſhape, ſhe knew treachery, 
| Rapine, decett,and luſt, and ills enow 
To be a woman, Thewech ſhe is now , 

Siſter and wife to Ca;ne,Caine that firſt did plow. 
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(in, | &w ho ere thou beeſt that read'tt this ſullen Wrir, 


& ja ' -ZWhich juſt ſo much courts thee, as thou doſt it, 
al” 1 Let me arkdf thy thoughts, wonder with mee, 
bi Vhy plowing,building, ruling and the ref}, 


- Or moſt of thoſe arts, whence our lives are bleft, 
'By curſed Caivs race invented be, 
And bleſk Seth vext us with Aftronomie, 
' Ther'snothing ſimply good,nor ill alone, 
- Ofevery quality compariſon, 
The onely meaſure is,and judge, opinion. 
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HOLY SONNETS, 
La (orona. 


j D Eigne at my hands this crown of prayer and praiſe, 
Weav'd in my low devour mcelancholic, 
Thou which of good,ba(t,yea art treaſury, 
All changing unchang'd Antient of dayes, 
Bur doe nor,witha vile.crowne of traile baycs, | 
Reward my muſes white fincerity, 
Bur what thy thorny crowne gain'd,that give mee, 
A crowne of Glory,which doth flower alwayes; 
| The ends crowne our workes, but thou crown'ſt our 
| For,atonr cnd begins our endlefle reſt, (ends, 
The firſt laſt end, now zealoully poſleſt, 
With a ſtrong ſober thirſt, my ſoule attends, 
'Tisrime that heart and voice be litred high, 
Salvationto all that willis nieh, 


ANNVNCIATION. 


2 Salvation to all that will is nigh, 
That All, whichalwayes is All every where, 
Which cannot finne, and yet all (innes muſt beare, 
Which cannordie, yet cannot chuſe bur die, 
Loe, faithfull Virgin,yeelds himſelfe rolye 
In priſon, in thy wombe; and though he there ' 
Can take no finne,nor thou give,yet he'will weare 
Taken from thence,fleſh,which deaths force may trie, 
Ere 


*# Was nothis pity towards thee wondrous high, 


Poems, _ 1 TY 


= 


f Ere by the ſpheares time was created, thou 
} Waſt in his minde,who is thy Sonne, and Brother, 

2X Whom thou concetv'it, concetv'd; yea thou art now 
7 Thy Makers maker,and thy Fathers mother, 


{ , 


2 Thowhaſ} light in darkezand (hutſt in little roome, 


'# # Immenſity cloyſterd inthy aeare wombe. 
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NATIVITIE. 
2 Immenſitie cloyſterdin thy deare wombe, 
.-; Now leaves his welbelov'd impriſonment, 


+ There he hath made himſfelfe to his intent 


2 Weakeenongh,now into ovr world to come; 


2” But Oh, for thee, for him, hath th'Inne no roome> 


8, Yet lay him in this ſtall, and from the Orient, 

27 Starres, and wiſerren will travell to prevent 

© Theffecs of Herods jealous generall doome; 

X Sceſtthou, my Soule,with thy taiths eyes, how he 
Which fils all place, yet none holds him,doth lye? 


That would have needto be pittied by thee? 
i Kide him,and with him into Egypr goe, 
v- With his kinde mother, who partakes thy woe. 
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4 With hn kinde mother who partakes thy woe, 
Toſeph turne backe; ee where your child doth fir, 
Blowing,yea blowing out thoſe ſparks of wit, 
Which himſelfe on the DoQors did beſtow, 
The Word but lately could not ſpeake, and loc 
It ſodenly ſpeakes wonders,whence comes it, 
Thatall which was,and all which ſhould be writ, 
A ſhallow ſeeming child, ſhould deeply know > 
His Godhead was not foule to his manhood, 
Nor had time mellowed himto this ripeneſle, 


But as for one which hath a long taske, 'Tis good, 


With the Sunne to beginne his buſineſle, 
He in his ages morning thus began 
 Bymuracles exceeding power of man. 


CRVCIFYING. 


5 Pymiracles exceeding power of may, 
Hee faith in. ſome,envie 10 ſome begar, 
For,what weake ſpirits admire,ambirious,hatc; 
[n both affections many to him ran, 
But Oh!the worſt are moſt, they will and can, 
Alas,and dv, unte the immaculate, 
VWhoſe creature Fate is, now preſcribea Fate, 
Meafucing ſelte-lifes infinity to ſpan, 
Nay to an inch, loe, where condemned hee 
Beares his owne croſſe,with paine, yet by and by 


VWhen 
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F Whenit beares him, he maſt beare moreand die; 
* Now thou art lifted up,draw mee to thee, 
** Andart thy death giving ſuch liberall dole, 
-® Moyſt, with one drop of thy blood,my dry ſoule. 
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RESVRRECTION. 


6 Moyſt with one drop of thy blood, my dry ſoule, 
Shall (though ſhe now be in extreme degree 
Too ſtony hard,and yet too fleſhly,)bee 
Freed by that drop,from being ſtarv'd, hard,or foulc, 
' : Andlife,by this death abled, ſhall controule 
*.. Death,whom thy death flue nor ſhall ro mee 
*>» Feare of firſt or laſt death,bring miſerie, 
-» If inthy little booke my name thou enroule, 
--» Fleſhin thar long ſleep is not putrified, 
 Butmade that there,of which,and for which *twas; 
** Norcanby other meanes be glorified. | 
| |. May thenſinnes {leep,and death ſoone from me paſſe, 
That wak't from both, I againe riſen may 
; Salute the laſt, andeverlaſting day, 


ASCENTION. 


7 Salute the laſt and everlaſting day, 
2» Toyat theupriſing of this Sunne,and Sonne, 
2 Yeewhoeſe juſt teares, or tribulation 
Have purely waſht, oft burnt yourdroſhe clay; 
Behold the Higheſt, parting hence away, 


arke clouds, which hee treads upon, 
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Nor doth hee by aſccndinggihow alone, 
Burt firſt hee, and hee firft enters the way, 3 
O ſtrong Ramme, which haſt batter'd heaven formee, 
Mild lanibe which with thy blood, halt mark'd the 
Bright torch,whichſhin'(t;thatIthe way may ſce,(path, 
Oh, with thy owne blood quench thy owne juſt wrath, 
And if thy holy Spirit,wy Mule did railc, 

Deigne at my hands this crowne of prayer and praiſe. 
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Holy Sonnets, 


I. 
AS due by many titles/I refighe 
My ſelfe to thee, O God, firſt I was made 
By thee,and for thee,and when I was decay'd 
Thy blood bought that, the which before was thine, 
-Tam thy ſonne, made with thy ſelte to ſhine, 
Thy ſervant,whoſe painegthou haſt ſtill repaid, 
Thy ſheepe,thine Image, and till I betray'd 
My ſelfe, a temple of thy Spirit divine; 
Why doth the devill then uſurpe on mee? 
Why doth he teale nay raviſh that's thy right? 
Except thou riſe and for thine owne worke fight, 
Oh I ſhall ſoone deſpaire, when I doe fee 
That thou loy'ſt mankind well,yet wilt'nort chuſe me. 
And Satan hates mee,yet is loth toloſe mee, þ 
| £ II, 
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I I. 


Oh my blacke Soule! now thou art ſummoned 


38 By ſicknefle,deaths herald,and champion; 


Thouart like a pilgrim, which abroad hath done 
Treaſon.,and durſt not turne to whence hee is fled, 


l | Orlikea thiefe,which till deaths doome be read, 
T7 Wiſheth himſelfe delivered from priſon; 
©” But damn'd and hal'd to execution, 


VV iſherh that ſtill he might be impriſoned, 


nt Yet grace,it thou repent, thou canſt not lacke; 
*X Bur who ſhall give thee that grace to beginne? 
X Oh make thy ſelfe with holy mourning blacke, 


# And red with bluſhing,as thou art with finne; 


3 Or waſh thee in Chriſts blood, which bath this might 
IF Thatbcing red,it dyes red {oules to white. 


WM Thisis my playeslaſt ſcene, here heavens appoint 


My pilgrimages laft mile; and my race _, 
Idly,yet quickly runne,hath this laſt pace, 
My ſpans laſt inch, my minutes lateſt point, 
And gluttonous death, will inſtantly unjoynt 
My body,and my ſoble.,and I ſhall ſleepea ſpace, 
Bur ry'ever-waking part ſhall ſce char face, 
F ' | | Wynee 
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Whoſe fearc already (ſhakes my every joynt: 
Then,as my ſoule,to'heaven her firſt ſeate,takes flight, 
And earth borne body, in the earth (hall dwell, 

So, fall my ſinnes,that all may havetheir right, 

To where they'are bred, and would preſſe me,to hell. 
Impute me righteous,thus pnrg'd ofevill, 
For thus I leave the world,the fleſh the devill. 


I'V. 


At theround carths imagin'd corners,blow 

* Your trumpets, Angells,and ariſe,ariſc 

From death, you numberleſle infinities 
Ofſoules,and to your ſcattred bodies goe , 

All whom the flood did;'and fire ſhall o'erthrow, 
All whom warre,deathaze,agues,tyrannies, 
Deſpairc,law,chance, hath flaine, and you whoſe eyes, 
Shall behold Goud,and never raſkideaths woe, 

But letthem ſleepe, Lord, and mee mourne a ſpace, 
For,if above all theſce,my ſinnes abound, 

"Tis lateto aske abundance of thy grace, 

When wee are there, here on this lowly ground, 
Teach mee how to repent, forthat's as good 


As ifthowhadſ ſeal'd my pardon, with thy blood. 
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Tf poyſonous mineralls,and if that tree, 

VV hoſe fruit threw death onelſe immortall us, 
If iecherous goats, if ſerpents envious 

Cannor be damn'd; Alas;why ſhould I bee> 
Why ſhouldwarent or reaſon, borne in mee, 
Make finnes,elſe equal],in mee,more heinous? 
And mercy being cafie,and glorious 

To God,in his terne wrath, why threatens hee? 
But who am I,that dare diſpute with thee? 

O God,Oh! of thine onely worthy blood, 

And my tearcs,make a heayenly Lethean flood, 
And drowne in it my ſinnesblacke memorie, 
Thac thou remember them,ſome claime as debt, 
I thinke it mercy, if thou wilt forger, 


VI. 


Death be not proud,though ſome have called thee 
Mighty anddreadfull, for, thow art not foe, 
For, thoſe, whom thou think'ft, thou doſt overthrow, 
Die not,poore death,nor yet canſt thou kill mee; 
From reſt and fleepe,whichbur thy piQures bee, 
Much pleaſure,then from thee,much more muſt flow, 
And ſooneſt our beſt men with thee doegoe, not 
ny & SO c 
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Reſt oftheir bones, and foules deliverie (men, 
Thou art ſlave to Fate, chance, kings, and deſperate 
And doth with poyſon, warre, and {ickneſſe dwell. 
And poppie,or charmes can make us fleepe as well, 
And better then thy ſtroake; why ſwell'ſt thou then? 
One ſhort ſleepe paſt, wee wake eternally, 

And death ſhall be no more,death thou ſhalt die. 


VII. 


Spit in my face you Jewes, and pierce my (ide, 
Buffet, and ſcoffe, ſcourge,andcrucifie mee, 
For I have finn'd,and (inn/d,and onely hee, 
Who could|\dono iniquitie, bath dyed: 

But by my death can not be ſatisfied 

My ſinnes,which paſſe the Jewes impiety: 
They kill'd once an inglorious man, but I 
Crucifie himdaily, being|now glorified; 

Oh let mee then, his ſtrange love ſtill admirc: 
Kings pardon but he bore our puniſhment. 
And Iacob came cloth'd in| vile harſh attire 
Bur to lupplanr,and with gainfull intent 

God cloth'd himſelfe in vile mans fleſh, that fo 
Hee might be weake cnough to ſuffer woe. 


VIIT, 
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VIII. 


Why are wee by all creatures waited 6n> 

Why doe the prodigall elements ſupply 

Life and food to mee, being more purethen TI, 
Simple and further from corruption? 

Vhy brook'ſt thou, ignorant horſe, ſubje&ion: 
Why doli thou bull, and bore fo ſeelily 
Diſſemble weakneſſe,and by*one mans ſtroke die, 
Whoſe whole kinde,you might ſwallow &feed upon? 
Weaker Iam,woe is mee,and worſethen you, 
You have not ({inn'd,nor need be timorous, 

But wonder at a greater wonder, for tous 
Created nature doth theſe things ſubdue, 

But their Creator, whom ſin, nor nature tycd, 
For us, his Creatures, and his foes, hath dyed. 


What if this preſent were the worlds laſt night? 
Marke in my heart, O Soule,where thou doſt dwell, 
The picture of Chriſt crucifhed,and tell 

Whether his countenance can thee affright, 

Teares in his eyes quench theamaſing light, 

Blood fills his frownes, which from his picrc'd head 


And can that ropgue adjudge thee unto hell, (fell 
| F3 Which 


| 
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Which pray'd forgiveneſle tor his toes fierce ſpight? 
No, no; but as in my 1dolatric 

I aid to all my profane miſtreſles, 

Beauty, of pitty, foulneſſe onely 15 

A ſigne of rigour: ſo I|ſay to thee, 

To wicked ſpirits are/ horrid ſhapes afſtign'd, 

This beauteous forme aſlames a pitious minde, 


Batter my heart;three perſon'd God, for,you 

As yet but knocke, breathe, ſhine,and ſeeke to mend; 
That I may rife, and ſtand, o'erthrow mee, 'and bend 
Your force,to breake,blowe, burn and make me new. 
I.like an uſurpt rowne, to'another due, 

Labour ro'admit you,but Oh, tonoend, 

Reaſon your viceroy in mee, mee ſhould defend, 

But is captiv'd, and proves weake or untrue, 

Yet dearely'I love yolu',and would be lov'd faine, 
Buramberroth'd unto your '\enemie, 

Divorce mee, untie,or breake that knot againe, 

Take mee ro you, impriſon mee, for I 

Except you'enthrall mee,never ſhall be free, 

Nor ever chaſt,except you raviſh mee, 
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XI, 


Wilt thou love God, as he thee! then digeſt, 
My Soule,this wholſome meditation, 

How God the Spirit, by Angels waited on 

In heaven,doth make his Temple in thy breſ?, 
The Father having begort a Sonne moſt bleſt, 
And ſtill begetting, (for he ne'r begonne) 

FF Hath dcign'd rochule thec by adoption, 

*F Cohcire co'his glory,'and Sabbaths endleſle reſt; 
38 And as arobd'd man, which by ſearch doth finde 
Hisſtolne ſtuffe ſold, muſt loſe or buy'it againe: 
The Sonne of glory came downe,and was {laine, 


 ZXf Us whom he'had made,and Satan ſtolne,*to unbinde. 


'Twas much,that man was made like God betore, 
But,that God ſhould be madelike man,much more, 
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X II. 


Father,part ofthis double intereſt 

Uato thy kingdome, thy Sonne gives to mee, 

His joynture in the knottie Trinirie, 

Hee keepes, and gives to me his deaths conqueſt. 
This Lambe, whoſe death, with life the world hath 
Was from the worlds beginning {laine, and he (bleſt, 
Hath made two Wills, which with the Legacie JH 


il 
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Ofhis and thy kingdome, doe thy Sonnes inveſt, 
Yet ſuch are theſe laws, that men argue yer 
Whether a man thoſe ſtatutes can fulfil], 

None doth, bur thy all-healing grace and Spirir, 
Revive againe what law and letter kill, | 
Thy lawes abridgement,and thy laſt command 
Isall but love; Oh letthis laſt VYUll ſtand! 


EPIGRAMS. 


Hero and Leanacr. 


PR rob'd of aire,we both lye in one ground, 
Both whom one fire had burnt,one water drownd, 


Pyramus and Thisbe. 


Two,by themſelves,each other, love and feare 
Slaine,cruell friends,by parting have joyn'd here, 


A7obe. 


R_ 


By childrens births,and death, I ambecome 
SO dry,that I am now mine owne ſad tombe, 
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CA burnt ſhip. 


Ont of a fired ſhip, which, by no way 
But drowning,could be reſcued from the flame, 
Some men leap'd forth,and ever asthey came 
Neerethe foes fhips,did by their ſhot decay; 
So all were loſt, which in the ſhip were found, 
They in the ſea being burar,they in the burnt ſhi 
drown'd, 
Fall of awall. 


Under an undermin'd, and ſhot-bruis'd wall 

A too-bold Captaine periſh'd by the fall, 
Whoſe brave misfortune, happieſt men envi'd, 
That hada towne for tombe, his bones to hide. 


A lame beever. 


Iam unable, yonder begger cries, 
To ſtand,or moue; if he ſay true, hee {zes, 


A ſelfe accuſer, 


Your miſtris, that you follow whores, ſtill taxeth you: 
'Tis ſtrange that ſhe ſhould thus confeſſe ir, chough'ir 
(be true. 
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A licentions perſon. 


Thy ſinnes and haires may no man equall call, 
For,as thy ſinnes increaſe,thy haires doe fall. 


Antiquary. 


Ifin his Studic he hath ſo much care 
To hang all old ſtrange things, let his wife beware. 


Diſuwbertited, 


Thy father all from thee, by his laſt Will 
Gave tothe poore; Thou haft good title ſtill. 


Phryne. 


Thy flattering picure,Phryne,islikethee, 
Onely in this,that you both painted be. 


An obſcure writer. 


7hils,with twelve yeares ftudy,hath beene griev'd, 
To'be underſtood, when will hee be beleev'd. 


Klsckins fo deeply hath ſworne, ne'r more to come 
In bawdic houſe, that hee daresnot goe home, 


Kaderw þ 
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Raderss. 


Why this man gelded MartiallI muſe, 
Except himſelfealonehis tricks would uſe, 
As Xatherine,torthe Courrs fake,put downe Stewes. 


HMercurtms Gallo. Belgicus, 


Like Eſops fellow-ſlaves, O Mercury, 

Which could do all things,thy faith is; and I 
Like Eſopsſelfe, which nothing; I confeſſe 

I ſhould have had more faith,if thou hadſt lefſe, 
Thy credit loſt thy credit: 'Tis finne to doe, 

In this caſe, as thou wouldft be done unto, 

To beleeveall: Change thy name: thou art like 
AMercury in ſtealing,but lyeſk Iikea Greeke, 


Compaſſion in the world again is bred: 
Ralphizs 1s (ſick, the broker Keeps his bed. 
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ELEGIE. 


ELE/GIE. 1. 
Tens 3 
Ond woman which would'i have thy huſband dic, } 
And yet complain'(t of his great jealouſie, 4 
Ifſwolne with poyſon,hee lay in'his laſt bed, 
His body with a ſere-barke covered, 
Drawing his breath, as thick and ſhort, ascan 
The nimbleſt crocheting Mnſitian, 
Ready with loathſome vomiring to ſpue 
His Soule outof one hell, into a new, 
Made deafe with his poore kindreds howling crics, 
Begging with few feign'd teares,great legacies, 
Thou would'd not weepe, bur jolly, *and frolicke bee, 
As a ſlave,which to mortow ſhould be free, 
Yerweep'{t thonv, when thou feeſt him hungerly 
Swallow his owne death,hearts-bane jealouſie. 
O give him many thanks, he'is courteous, 
Thar in ſuſpeQing kindly warneth| us, 
VVee muſt not,as wee'us'd, flout openly, 
In ſcofhing ridles, his deformitie; 
Nor at his boord together being fatr, 
With words,nor touch,fcarce lookes adulterate. 
Nor when he {wolne,and pamper'd with great fare 
Sits downe,and ſnorts;cag'd in hisbasket chaire, 
Muſt wee uſurpe his owne bed any more, + 
Nor kiſle and play in his houſe, as before. 
Now I ſee many dangers; for it is 
His realme, his caſtle,and his dioceſle. 
Bur if, as envious men, which would revile 


Theix 


——————_—_—_ CE ———————————— 


Poems. 45 


tee 


i. _—_— 


—_w_—_ We ee 


1 Their Prince,of coyne his gold, themſelves exile 
Into another conntrie, and doe it there, 
Wee play'in another houſe, what ſheuld we feare> 
There we will scorne his houſhold policies, 
His ſeely plots ,and penſionary ſpies, 
As the inhabitants of Thames right fide 
Do Londons Major, or Germans,the Popes pride. 


_— 
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Elezie IT. 

' Thi Ama pho 
Marry, and love thy Flavia, for, ſhee 
Hath all things, whereby others beaurious bee, 
For,thovgh her eyes be ſmall,her mouth is great, 
Thovgh they be Ivory, yet her tceth be jear, 
Though they be dimme,yer ſhe 1s light enough, 
And though ber harſh haire tal}, her skinne is rough; 
What though her checksbe yellow, her haire's red, 
Give her thine, and ſhe hath a maydenhead. 
Theſe thipgs are beauties elements,where theſc 
Meer in one, that one muſt, as perfe&,pleaſe. 
If red and white and cach good quality 
Be in thy wench,ne'r aske where it doth lye. 
In buying things pertum'd,we aske; if there 
Be muske and amber in it, but not where. 
Though all her parts be not int uſuall place, 
She'hath yer an Anagram of a goed face, 


If we might put the aero One Way, 
3 


4-6 
Intheleanedearthot words, what (could wee ſay? 
Vhen by the Gamut fome Muſitions make 
A perfect ſong, others will undertake, 

By the ſame Gamut chang'd,to equall it. 

Things ſimply-good,can never be unkir; 

She's faire as any,ifallbe like her, 

Andifnone bee,then the is ſingular. 

All love is wonder; if wee juſtly doe 

Account her wonderfull, why not lovely too> 
Lovebuilr on beauty, ſoone as beauty,dies, 

Chuſe this face,chang'd by no deformities; 
Women are all like Angels; the faire be 

Like thoſe which fell co worſe;bpr ch 2s (hee, 

Like to good Angels,nothing can impaire: 

'Tisleſle griefe to be foule,then to'have beene faire, 
For one nights revels,filke and gold we chuſe, 

But,in long journeyes,cloth, and leather uſe. 

Beauty is barren off; beſthuſbands ſay 

There is beſt land, whete there is fouleſt way. 

Oh what a ſoveraigne Plaiſter will ſhee bee 

If thy paſt (innes have tanght thee jealouſie! 

Here needsno ſpies, nor eunuches; her commit 

Safe to thy foes; yea, to a Marmoſir. 

When Belgiaes citties,the cound conntries drowne, 
That durty foulenefſe guards,and armes the towne: 
So doth her face guard her, and ſo, for thee, 

Which, forc'd by buſineſſe, abſent oft muſt bee, 
$hee, whoſe tace, like clouds, turnes the day to night, 
Who, mightter the the ſea, makes Moores ſeem white, 
YVho,though ſeaven yeares,ſhe inthe Stews had _ 
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A Nunnery durft recetive,and thinke a maid, 
And though in childbeds labour ſhe did lic, 
Midwifes would ſweare, twere but a tympanie, 
Whom.,ifſhee accuſe her ſelfe, I credit lefſe 
Then witches,which impoſhbles conteſle. 
One likenone,and lik'd of none, fitteſt were, 

| For,thingsin fafhion every man will weare. 


Elegie INI. 


Cka "7 A 
Although thy hand and faith,and good workes too, 


Have ſeal'd thy love whici nothing ſhould undoe, 

Yea thongh thoufall backe, thar apoſtaſic 

Confirme thy love;yer much,much I feare thee, 

Women,arelikethe Arts, torc'd unto none, 

Open to'all ſearchers,unpriz'd, if unknowne. 

IfI havecaughta bird, and let him flie, 

Another fouleruſing theſe meanes, as I, 

May catch the ſame bird;and,as theſe things bee, 

Women are made for men, not him,nor mee. 

Foxcsand goats; all beaſts change when they pleaſe. 

$hall women,morehot,wily, wild then theſe, 

Be bound to one man. and did Nature then 

Idly make them apter to'endure then men? 

They'are ourclogges,not their owne; if a man bee 

Chain'd to a galley,yet the galley'is free; 

\Vho hath a plow-land,caſts all his ſeed corne _ 
n 


i. 


— I 


Poems. 


- 45 - % - 


— 
CU —_r 


And yet allowes his pround more corne ſhould beare; 


Though Danuby intothe ſca muſt flow, 

The ſea receives the Rhene, Volga, and Po, 

By nature, which gave it,this liberty 

Thou loy'ft,bur Oh! canft thou love it and mee? 
Likeneſfle glues love: and if that thou ſo doe, 
To make us like and love, muſt I change too? 
More then thy hate, hate'it,ratherler mee 
Allow her change, then change as oft as shee, 
And foe not teach,bat force my'opinion 

To lovenot any one,nor every one, 

Tolive inoneland, is captivitie, 

To runne all countries, a wild roguery; 
Waters ſtinckeſoone,ifin one place they bide, 
Andin the yaſt ſea are more putrih'd: 

But when they kiſſe one banke,and leaving this 
Never looke backe, but the next banke doe kiſfſe, 
Then are they pureſt; Change'is the nurſery 

Of muſicke,joy, life, andeternity. 
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Elegiel V. 

7 ht Dryers 
Onee,and but once found in thy company, 
All thy ſuppos'd eſcapes are laid on mee, 
Andasa thiefe at barre, is queſtion'd there * 
By all the men, that have beene rob'd that yeare, 
So am I, (by this traiterous meanes ſurpriz'd) - 
By thy Hydroprique father catechiz'd, 


I | Though hee hath oft ſworne, that hee would remove 


Thy beautiesbeaurie,and food of our love, 
Hope of his goods, if Iwith thee were ſcene, 
Yet cloſe and ſecrer,asour ſfoules, we'have beene, 
Though thy immorrtall mother which doth lye 
Still buried inher bed, yer will nor dye, 

Takes thisadvantage to ſleepe out day-light, 


= And watch thy encries, and returnes all njghr, 


And,when ſhe takes thy hand,and would ſeeme kind, 
Doth ſearch what rings,and armelets ſhe can finde, 
And kiſſing notes the colour of thy face, | 
And fearing leaſt thow'art ſwolne,doth thee embrace; 
To trieit thou long, doth name ſtrange meates. 

And notes thy paleneſſe,bluſhing,fighs,and ſweats; 
And politiquely will co thee contefle = 

The {innes of her owne youths ranke luſtinefle, 

Yer love theſe Sorceries did remove,and move 

Thee to gull thine owne mother for my love. 

Thy little brethren,which like Faiery Sprights 

Oir skipt into our chamber, thoſe ſweet nights, 


Andkiſt, and ingled on thy fathers knee, dy 
H Were 
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Were brib'd next day, to tc!l what they did ſee. 
The grim-eight-toot-high-iron-bound ſerving-man, 
That oft names God in oathes,and onely than, 

He that t9 barre the firſt gate, doth as wide 

As the great Rhodian|Cotoſlus ſtride, 

Which, if in hellno other paines there were, 
Makes mee feare hel};becauſe he muſt be there: 
Thoughby thy father he were hir'd tothis, 

Could never witneſſe any touch or kifle; 

Bur Ob,too common ill, I brought with mee 

That, which betray'd mee to my enemie: 

A loud pertume,whichat my entrance cryed 

Even at thy fathers noſe, ſo were wee ſpied, 
When,like atyran King, that in his bed 

Smelt gunpowder,thepale wretch ſhivered; 

Had itbeene foare bad fmell,he would have thought 


That his owne feer,orbreath, that ſmell had wrought. 


Bur as wee in our [le empriſoned, ; 

Where cattell oncly,'and diverſe dogs are bred, 
The prerious Vnicornes, (trange monſters, call, 
So thought he good,ſ(irange, that had none at all. 
I raughr my filkes,their whiſtling to forbeare, 
Even my oppreſt (hocs,dumbe and ſpeechlefſe were, 
Onely,thou bitter ſweer, whom I had laid 

Next mee, mee traiteroully haſt betraid, 

And unſuſpeRed haſt ipvuibly 

At once fledunto htm,and ftaid with mee. 

Baſe excrement of earth, which doſt confound 
Senſc,from diſtinguiſhing the ſicke from ſound; 
By thee the ſeely Amorous ſucks his death 
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2&8 By drawing ina teprous harlors breath, 

1H By chee,the greateſt Raine to mans eſtate 

3 Falls on vs,to be call'd effemipate; 

8 Though you be much lov'd in the Princes hall, 

2M There,things that ſeeme,exceed ſubſtanriall. 

Gods, when yee fum'd onaltars, were pleas'd well, ' 

3X Becauſe you'wexe burnt,not that they lik'd your {mel], 
= You'are loathſome ali,being taken ſimply alone, 

*X Shall wee love ill thingsjoyn'd, and hate each one? 

3F If you were good, your good doth ſoone decay; 

"*# And you are rare,that rakes the good away. 

2x3 All my perfumes, I give moſt willingly 

ZZ To'cmbalme thy fathers carſe; VVhat? will hee dic? 


Elegie V. 
Ke t Puiticys 
Here take my Piure,though I bid farewell, 
Thine,in my heart, where my ſoule dwels,ſhall dwell: 
= Tis like me now,but I dead.,*twill be more 
& VVhen wee are ſhadowes both, then 'twas before. 
When weather-beaten I come backe;my hand, 
Perhaps with rude oares torne,or Sun beams tann'd, 
My face and breſt of hairecleth,and my head 
With caresraſh ſodaine ſtormes, being o'cſpread, 
My body'a fack of bones, broken within, 
And powders blew ſtaines ſcatter'd on my skinne; 
[f civall fooles taxe thee ng rigs a man, p 
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So foule, and courſe, as, Oh, I may feeme than, 
This ſhall ſay what I was: and thou ſhalt ſay, 

Doe his hurts reach mee? doth my worth decay? 
Ordoe they reach his judging minde, thar hee 
Should now love leſſe,what hee did love to ſee? 
That whichin him was fairc and delicate, 

Vas but the milke, which 1n loves childith Rate 
Did nurſe it: who now is growne ffrong enoagh 
To tecd on that, which/to diſus'd taſts | Hi rough, 


—— 
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E legie VI. 


Sorrow, who to this houſe ſcarce knew the way: 

Is, Oh, heire of it, our All is his prey. 

This ſtrange caance clatmes ſtrange wonder, and tous 

Nothing can be (vo firange,as to weepe thus; 

'Tis well his liics loud ſpeaking workes deſerve, 

And givepraiſe t09,0ur cold rongues could not ſerve: 

*Tis well, hee kept teares from our eyes before, 

That to fit this deepill,we might have ſtore. 

Oh,ifa ſweet briar,climbe up by'a tree, 

Ifroa paradiſe that trafſplanted bee, 

Oc fell'd, and burnt for holy ſacrifice, 

Yet, that muſt wither, which by it did riſe, 

As wee forhimdead: though no familie 

Eretigg da ſoule for heavens diſcoverie 

Wiuh whom more Vegturers more boldly dare 
Venture 
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Venture their ſtares, with him in joy to ſþare 

38 VVee loſe whatall friends lov'd, him,he gaines now 
38 Bur life by death, which worſt foes would allow, 

If hee could have foes, in whoſe praQiſe grew 

All vertues, whoſe names ſubtile Schoolmen knew; 


EF | VVhat caſc,can hope that wee (hall ſee him, beger, 


When wee muſt die firft, and cannot dye yet? 
8 His childrenare his pictures, Oh they bee 
*# PiRurescfhim dead, ſenſelefie, cold as he, 

& Here needs no marble Tombe, ſince hee is gone, 
He,andabour him, his, are turn'd to ſtone. 


Elegie V IT. 


Oh, let mee not ſerve ſo, as thoſe men ſerve 
Whom honours ſmoakes at once fatren and ſterve, 
Poorely enrich't withgreat mens words or lookes; 
Nor ſo write my name in thy loving bookes 

As thoſe Idolatrous flatrerers, which (till 

Their Princes tiles, which many Realmes fulfill 
Whence they no tribute have, and where no ſway. 
Such ſervices I offer as ſhall pay 

Themſelves,lI hate dead names: Oh then let mce 
Favorite in Ordinary, or no favorite bee, 

When my Soule was inher owne body ſheath'd, 
Nor yet by oathes betroth'd,nor kifles breath'd 


Into wy Purgatory,faithlefle thee, 
H'3 Thy 
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Thy heart ſeem'd waxe,and fteele thy conſtancie. 
So,carelefſe flowers ſtrow'd on the waters face, 
Thecurled whirlepooles ſuck, ſmack, and embrace, 
Yer drowne them; ſo,the tapers beamie eye 
Anorouſly twinkling,beckens the giddie tlie, 

Yet burnes his wings; and ſuch the devill ts, 

Scarce viſiting them,who are inrirely his. 

When I behold a ſtreame, which, from the ſpring, 
Doth with doubttull melodious murmuring, 

Or ina ſpeeclileſſe {lumber,calmely ride 

Her wedded channels boſome, and then chide 

And bend her browes;and ſwell if any bough 

Do but ſteop downe, or kiſſe herupmoſt brow: 
Yet,if her often gnawing kiſles winne 

The traiterous banks to gape, and let her in, 

She rnſheth violently, and doth divorce 

Her from her native, and her long-kept courſe, 
And rores, and braves it, and in gallant ſcorne, 

In flattering eddies promiting retorne, 

She flouts che channell; who thenceforth is dric, 
Then fay I; that is ſhee;and thisam I, 
Yet let not thy deepe bitterneſle beget 

Carelefſe deſpaire in mee, for that will wher 

My minde to ſcorne, and Oh, love dull'd with paine 
Was ne'r {0 wiſe, nor well arm'd as diſdaine, 

Then with new eyes I ſhall ſurvay thee,'and ſpie 
Death in thy checkes, and darknefſe in thine eye; 
Though hope bred faith and love; thus taught, I ſhall 
As nations do from Rome, from thylove fall, 

My hate ſhall outgrow thine,and utterly 
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& 1 will renounce thy dalliance: and when I 
*X Am theRecuſant, in that reſolute (tate, 
138 What hurts it mee to be'excommunicate? 


—_ —_—__—_ tt __ 
— —O—_ — CO ——— EEE on 


 Elegie VIII. 


8 Natures lay Ideot, I taught thee to love, 
*F And in that ſophiſtrie, Oh, thou doſt prove 
7 Too ſubtile: Foole, thou didft not underſtand 
FX The myſtique language of the eye nor hand: . . 
2x Nor couldit thou judge the difference ofthe aire 
"XZ Of ſighes,and ſay,this lies, this ſounds deſpaire. 
18 diols the'eyes water call a maladic 
"*X Deſperately hor, or changing teaverouſly. 
238 1 had nor taught thee then, the Alphaber 
8 Of flowers, how they deviſefully being ſer 
XZ And bound up,might with ſpeechlefle ſecrecic 
Deliver arrands mutely, and niutually. 
Remember ſince all thy words us d to bee 
To every ſuitor; 7, :f my friends agree. 
Since, houſhold charmes,rhy huſbands name to teach, 
Wereall the love rrickes,that thy wit could reach, 
And fince,an houres diſcourſe could ſcarcehave made 
One anſwer in thee, and that ill arraid 
Inbroken proverbs, and torne ſentences. 
Thou art not by ſo many duties his, 
That from the worlds Common having ſever'd mo 
01a1 


56 | Poems. 


——_———_— 


Inlaid thee, neither to be ſeene,nor ſee, 
As mine: who have with amorous delicacies 
Refin'd thee'into a bliſ-full paradiſe. 

Thy graces andgood words my creatures bee, 

I planted knowledge and lifes tree in thee, 
Which Oh, ſhall ſtrangers taſte? Muſt I alas 
Frame and enamel! Plate,and drinke inglalle? 
Chafe waxe for others ſcales? breake a colts force 
And leave him then, becipg made a ready horlc? 


—_ 


THE STORME. 


To Mr Chrittopher Brooke. 


Hou which art I,(Ctis nothing to be foe) 

Thou which art (till thy ſelfe,by theſe ſhalt know 
Part of our paſſage; And, a hand, oreyc 
By Hilliard drawne, is worth an hiſtory, 
By aworle painter made; and (withour pride) 
VVhenby thy judgment they ate dignif'd, 
My lines are {uch, 'Tis the preheminence 
Of friendſhip onely to'impute excellence. 
England to whom we'owe, what we be, and have, 
Sad that her ſonnes did ſeeke a forraine grave 


(For, Fates,or Fortunes/drifts none can Southſay, . 
Honour 


— OE EE PIT —_—_— ES Io 


Inn 


Poems. 57 


— 
- — —_— 


RN —  — 


Honour and miſery have one face and way,) 

From out her pregnant intrailes {igh'd a winde 
Whichat tl'ayres middle marble roome did finde 
Such tirong refiftance,thar it ſelte it threw 
Downeward againe;and fo when it did view 

How inthe port,ourticer dearetime did leeſe, 
Withering like priſoners, which lye bur for fees, 
Mildly it kiſt our failes,and;freſh,and (weet, 

As,to a ſtomack ſtery'd, whoſe inſides meete, 

Meate comes,it came:zand {wole ourſailes, whenwee 
So joyd,as Sara her ſwelling joy d to ce, 

But 'twas,but ſo kinde, as our countrimen, (then, 
Which bring friends one dayes way, and leave them 
Then like two mighty Kings,which dwelling farre 
Aſunder, meet againſta third to warre, * (blew, 
The South 'and: Veſt winds joyn'd, and, as they 
Waves like a rowling trench before them threw: 
Sooner then you r-ad this line, did the gale, 

Like ſhot;nortfear'd,till felt, our ſailes affaile; 

And whatat hrſt wascall'da guft, the ſame. .- 
Hath now a ftormes,anon a tempeſts name. 

Toxas,l pitty thee, and curſethoſe men, 

Who when the {torm rag'd moſt, did wake thee rhen, 
Sleepe is paiges eaſieſt ſalue,and doth fullfill 

All offices oft death,except ro kill. | 

Bur whenlI wakt, I ſaw, that I ſaw nor. 

I, andthe Sunne,which ſhould teach mee'had forgot 
Eaſt, Weſt, day, night, and I could onely ſay, 

If the world had laſted,now it had beene day. 


Thouſands our noyſes were, yet wee 'mongſt all 
"MF: 1 FF Could 
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Could none by his right name,but thunder call: 
Lightning was all our light, and it raind more 

Then ifthe Sunne had dronke the ſea before; 

Some coſhn'd in'theircabbins lye,?equally 

Griev'd that they are not dead, and yer muſt dye. 

Andas ({in-burd'ned ſoules from grave will creepe, 

Art the laſt day, ſome forth their cabbins peepe: 

And tremblingly'aske what newes, and doe heare fo, 
Likejealous huſbands, what they would not know, 
Some ſitting on the hatches, would ſeeme there, 

With hideous gazing to feare away fcare, 

Then nore they the tſhips hickneſſes, the Maſt 

Shak'd with this ague,and the Hold and Waſt 

Witha ſalt dropſfieclog'd,and all our tacklings 
Snapping,like roo-high-ſtrerched treble firings, 

And trom our totterd ſailes,ragges drop downe ſo, 

As from one. hang 'd 1n chaines, a yeare agoe. 

Even our Ordinance plac'd for our defence, 

Striveto breake looſe, and ſcape away from thenee, | 
Pumping hath tir'd our men,and what's thegaine? y 
Scas into ſeas.throwne, we ſuck inagaine; x 
Hearing hath deaf'd our ſaylers; and if they 
Knew how to heare, there's none knowes what to ſay, * 
Compardtothefe fiortaes,death is but a qualme, #Þ 
Hell ſomewhat lightſome , and the” Bermuda calme. | 
Darkneſle,lights eldeſt brother ,bis birth-right 1 
Claimd o'r this world, and/to heaven hath chas'd 3? 
All thingsare one,and that one none can be, (light. 
Since all formes, uniforme deformity 4 


Doth cover, ſo that wee,cxcept God ſay 
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Another Fiat, ſhall haveno more day. 
So violent,yet long theſe/turies bee, 
That though thine abſence ſterve me,'T with notthee;, 


THE CALME. 


Urſtorme is paſt,and that Korms tyrannous rage, 

Aflupid calme, bur nothing it,doth ſwage, 
The fable is inverted, and farre more 
A blocke aflits,now, then a ſtorke before. 
Srormes chafe, and ſoone weare out themſelves, or us; 
In calmes, Heaven laughs to ſee us languicſh thus, 
As fieady'as I canwiſh, that my thoughts were, 
Smooth as thy miſtreſſe glaſle, or what ſhines there, 
The ſea is now. And.as the Iles which wee 
Seeke,when wee can move, our ſhips rooted bee, 
As water did in ftormes, now pitch runs out 
As lead, when a fir'd Chutch becomes one ſpour, 
And all our beauty,and onr trimme, decayes, 
Like courts removing, or like ended playes. 
The fighting place now ſeamens ragges ſupply; 
Andall the rackling is a frippery. 
Nouſeof lanthornes, and in one place lay 
Feathers and duſt, today and yeſterday. 
Earths hollowneſles, which the worlds lungs are; 
Have n@ more winde then the upper valt of aire. 
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We can nor loſt friends,nor ſought foes recover, 
But meteorlike, fave that wee move nor, hover, 

» Onely the Calenture together drawes | 
Deare friends, which meer dead in great fiſhes jaives: 
And onthe hatches as on Altars lyes 
Each one, his owne Prieſt,and owne Sacrifice, 
Wholive,that miracle do multiply 
Wherewalkers in hot Ovens,doe not dye. 

If indeſpice of theſe, wee [wimme, that hath 
No more retreſhing,then our brimſtone Bath, 
But from the fea, into the ſhip we turne, 
Like parboyl'd wretches,on the caales to burne, 
Like BajaFet encagd, the ſheepheards ſcoffe, 
Or like ſlacke finew'd Sampſon, his haire off, 
Languiſh our ſhips. Now,as a Miriade 
Of Ants,durſt th'Emperours lov'd {nake invade, 
The crawlin;; Gallies, Sea-goales , finny chips, 
Might brave our venices, now bed-ridde ſhips, 
Whether a rotten ſtate;and hope of gaine, 
Or, ro diſhſe mee from the queaſie paine - 
Of being belov'd, and loving, or the thirſt 

- Of honour,or faire death, our puihrt mee firſt, 
Tloſe my end: for here as well as I 
A deſperate may live,and a.coward die, 
Stagge,dogge,and all which from,ortowards flies, 
Is paid with life, or pray, or ,doing dyes, 
Fate gradges usall, and doth ſubtly lay 
A ſcourge, 'gain{t which weeall forget to pray, 
He that at ſeaprayes for more winde, as well 
Under the poles may begge cold,heat in hell: 


What 
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| What are weethen? How little more alas 


Is man now,then before he was?he was 
Nothing; for us,wee are for nothing fir; 
Chance,or our ſelves {ti]] diſproportion it, 
Wee have no power, no will, no ſenſe, I lye, 
I ſhould not then thus teele this miſerie, - 


ToS: Henry Wotton. 


gr, more then kiſſes, letters mingle Soules; 
For,thus friends abſent ſpeake. This eaſe controules 

Thetediouſnefſe of my life: But for theſe 

I could ideate nothing, which could pleaſe, 

But I ſhould wither jn one day, and paſſe 

To'a botlc'ot Hay,that ama locke of Graſle, 

Life isa voyage, and inour lifes wayes 

Countries,Courts, Towns are Rockes, or Remoraes; 

They breake or ſtop all ſhips, yet our ſtate's ſuch, 

That though thenpitch they ſtaine worſe, wee muſt 


4 If in the furnace of the raging line, (touch, 
IF Oc under th'adverſe icy pole thou pine, 
| Thou krow'ſt two remperate Regions girded in, 


Dwell there: But Oh, what refuge canſt thou wingc 
Parch'd inthe Court, and inthe country frozen? . 
Shall cities built of both extremes be choſen? 


Can dung,and garlike be'a perfume? or can 
I 3 A 
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A Scorpion, or Torpedo cure a man? 

Cities are work of all threezof all three 

(O knottie riddle)each is worſt equally. 

Cities are Sepulchers;they who dwell there 

Are carcaſes,asif no ſuchthey were. 

And Courtsare Theaters, where ſome men play 

Princes, ſome ſlaves,all ro,one end, and of one clay; 

The Country isa deſert,where no good, 

Gain'd, as habits, not borne, is underſtood. 

There men become beaſts, and prone to more evils; 

Incities blockes, and 1n a lewd court, devills, 

As inthe firſt Chaos contuſedly 

Each elements qualitics|were in the'other three; 

So pride,luft,covetize,being ſeveral 

To theſe three places, yer allarc in all, 

And mingled thus, their iſſne inceſtuous, 

Falſhood is denizon'd. Virtue is barbarous, 

Let no man ſay there, Virtues flintic wall 

Shall locke vice in mee, T'lldo none,bur know all, 

Menare ſpunges, whichto poure out, receive, 

Who know falſe play, rather then loſe, deceive, 

For in beſt underſtandings, ſinne beganne, 

Angels finn'd firft,then Devills, and then man. 

Onelyperchance beafts ſinne nor; wretched wee 

Are beaſts inall, but white integricie. 

I chinke ifmen,which in theſe places live 

Durſtlooke in cthemſelves,and themſelves retrive, ® 

They would like ſtrangers greet themſctves, ſeeing * 

Utoptan youth,growne old Italian. (then } 
Be thou thine owne home, and in thy ſelfe wha 3 Þ 
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Inne any where,continuance maketh hell, 
And ſecing the ſnaile, which every where doth rome, 
Carrying his owne houle ſtill, ſtill is at home, 

Follow (for he jseafie pac'd) this ſnaile, 

Bee thine owne Palace, or the world's thy goale; 
And inthe worlds ſca,do nor like corke {leepe 

Upon the waters face; norin the deepe 

Sinke like a lead without a line: but as 

Fiſhes glide, leaving no print where they paſſe, 

Nor making ſound, ſo,cloſely thy courſe goe, 


_— 
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2X Lermendiſpute, whether thou breath, or no: 


Onely'in this one thing,be no Galeniſt, To make 
Courts hot ambitions wholeſome, do not take 
A dramme of Countries dulneſle, do not adde 
Corre&ives,but as chymiques, purge the bad, 
Bur, Sir, I adviſe nor you, I rather doe 
Say o'er thoſe leſſons, which I learn'd of you, 
Whom,free from German ſchiſmes,and lightneſſe 
Of France, and faire Italies faichlefnefle, 
Having from theſe ſuck'dall they had of worth, 
And brought homethat faith, which yonearricd forth, 
I throughly love. Bur if my ſelfe, I'tave wonne 
To know my rules, I have, and you haye 
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The Croſſe. 


C Ince Chriſt embrac'dthe Croſle it ſelte,dare 1 
His image, th'image of his Crofle deny? 
Would I have profit by the facrifice, 
Anddarethechoſen Altar to dcipiſe? 

Ic boreall other ſinnes,but is it fit 

That it ſhould beare the ſinne of ſcorniog it? 
Who from the pifure would averthis eye, 
How would he flye his paines, who there did dye> 
From mee, no Pulpit, nor miſgrounded law, 
Nor ſcandall taken,ſhall this Croſſe withdraw, 
It ſhall nor, for it cannot; for,the lofle | 

Of this Croſſe, were to mee another Croſle, 
Better were worſe, for,no affliction 

No Crofle is ſo extreme;,as to.haye none; : _. 
Who can blot our the Croſſe, which th'mſirumen 

Of God.dew'd on mee inthe Sacrament? 

Who can deny mee power, and liberty 

To ſtretchmninearmes, and mine owne Crofle tobe? 
Swimme, andat every ſtroake,thou art thy Croſſe, 
The Maſt and yard make one, where ſeas do tofle. 
Looke downe,thou ſpieſt out Croſles in ſmall things; 
Looke np, thov ſeeſt birds rais'd on croſſed wings; 
All the Globes frame, and ſpheares,is nothing elſe 
But the Meridians croſſing Parallels. 
Materiall Croſſes then, good phyſicke bee, 
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But yet ſpirituall have chiete dignity. 

Theſe for extracted chimique medicine ſerve, 

And cure much better, and as well preſerve; 

Thenare you your own phylicke, or need none, 

When Still'd, orpurg'd by tribulation. 

For when that Croſſe ungrudg'd, unto you ſickes, 

Then are you to your ſelfe, a Crucifixe. 

As perchance,Carvers do not faces make: 

But that away, which hid them there,dotake. 

Let Croſſes, foe, take what hid Chriſt in thee, 

And be his image, or not his, bur hee. 

But,as oft, Alchimiſts doe coyners prove, 

So may a ſelfe-diſpiſing,get ſelfe-love, 

And thenas worft ſurfers, of beſt meates bee, 

Soc is pride, ifſned from humilicy, 

For,'tisno child, but monſter;therefore Croſſe 

Your joy incroſles, elſe, 'tis double lofle, 

And croſle thy ſenſes, elfe, both they, and thou 

Muſt periſhfoone, andto deſtruction bowe. 

For if the'eye ſecke good objects, and will take 

No croſſe from bad, wee cannot ſcape a ſnake. 

So with harſh, hard,ſowre,ſtinking,croflethe reft, 

Make them indifferent; call nothing beſt. 

But moſtthe eye needs crofling,that can rome, 

And move; To th'ether th'obje&ts muſt come home? 

And croſle thy heart: for that in man alone 

Pants downewards,and hath palpitation. | 

Croſle theſe dejeRions, when it downeward tends, 

And when it to forbidden heights pretends. 

And as the braine through bony walls doth vent BE 
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By ſatures,which a Croſles forme preſent, 

So when thy braine workes,| ere thou utter ir, 
Croſſe and corre&concupiſcence of witt, 

Be covetous of Crofles,let none fall. 

Croſſe no man elſe,but croſle thy ſelfe in all, 
Thendoth the Crofle of Chrift worke faithfully 
Within our hearts, when wee love harmleſly 
The Croſſes pitures much,and with more care 
That Croſles children, whichour Crofles are. 


Elegie on the Lady Marckham; 


Anis the World, anddeathth'Ocean, - 

To which God gives the lower parts of man, 
'This Sea invirons all,and though as yer | 

God hath ſer markes,and bounds,twixt vs and it, 
Yet doth ir rore,and gnaw,and till pretend, 

And breaks our banke,when ere it takes a friend. 
Then our land warers(teares of paſſion) venr; 

Our waters, then, above our firmamentr. 

'(Teares which our Sovule doth for her ſins let fall) 
, Takeallabrackich taft, and Funerall. 
Andeven thoſe teares, which ſhould waſh fin, are in, 
We,after Gods Noe,drowne the world againe. 
Nothing but man of all aavenom'd things Su 
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Doth worke upon it{elfe,with inborne ſtings, 
Tearcs are falſe SpeRacles,we cannot ſee 
Through paſſions miſt, what wee are,or what ſhee; 
In her this fea of death hath made no breach, [ 
But asthe tide doth waſh the (limie beach, 
And leaves embroderd workes upon the ſand, 
So is her fleſh refin'd by deaths cold hand, 
As men of China, after an ages ſtay 
Do take up Porcelane, where they buried Clay; 
Soat thisgrave,her limbecke,which refines 
The Diamonds,Rubies, Saphires, Pearles,8 Mines; 
Of which,this fleſh was, her ſoule ſhall inſpire 
Fleſh of ſuch ſtuffe, as God, when his laſt fice 
Annuls this world,to recompence it,ſhall, 
Make and name then, th'Elixar of this All. 
They fay,the ſea,when ir gaines, loſeth roo; 
If carnall Death(the yonger brother) doe 
Uſurpe the body,'our ſoule,which ſubjeR is 
| Toth'elder death, by finne, is freed by this; 
They periſh both, when they attempt the juſt; 
For,gravesour trophies are, and both, deaths duſt, 
So,unobnoxious now, ſhe'hath buried both; 
For,none todeath ſinnes,that to (inne is loth, 
Nor doe they die, whichare not loth to die, 
So hath ſhethis , and that virginity. 
Grace was in her extremely diligent, 
That kept her from ſinne,yet made her repent}; |, 
Of what ſmall ſpots pure white complaines! Alas, 
How little poyſon cracks a chriſtall glaſſe> 
She fign'd, but juſt enough to letus ſee | 
| K a That 
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That,extreme ruth lack'd little of a lye, 
Making omiſſions, as; laying the touch 
 Offanne, on things that ſometimes may be ſuck, 
As Hoſes Cherubines, whoſe natures doe 

Surpaſle all ſpeed,by him ate winged too: 
So would her foule,already'inheaven,ſceme then, 

To clymeby teares, the common ſtaires of men. 
How fit (he was for God, Iamcontent 

To ſpeake, that death his vaine hat may repent. 
How fit for us,how even and how ſweet, 

How good inall her titles, 'and how meer, 
'To have reform'd this forward hereſie, 

That woman can no parts of friendſhip bee; 
How Moral|,how Divine ſhall not be told, 

Leſt they that heare her yer rues,thinke her old, 
And left we take Deaths part,and make him glad 

Ofſuch-a prey, and yo =" ryan adde. 
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Elegie on M* Boulſtred. : 


JT) Eath I recant, and ſay, unſaid by mee 
What ere hath ſlip'd,that might diminiſh thee, 
Spirituall treaſon, atheiſme 'tis, to ſay, 
That any can thy Summons diſobey. 
Th'carths 7th is but thy Table; there are ſer 
Plants,cattell,men, diſhes for Death to eate, 
In a rude hunger now hee millions drawes 
Into his bloody, or plaguy, or fterv'd jawes. 
Now hee will ſceme to ſpare, and doth more waſt, 
| Eating the beſt firſt, well preſerv'd to laſt. 
Now wantonly he ſpoiles, and eates us nor, 
But breakes off friends, and lets us peecemeale ror. 
Nor will this earth ſerve him; he ſinkes the deepe 
| Whereharmeleſle fiſh monaſtique ſilence keepe. 
Who (were Death dead) by Roes of living ſand, 
Might ſpunge that element,and make it land. 
He rounds the aire, and breakes the hymnique notes 
Inbirds, Heavenschoriſters, organique throats, 
Which(if they did not dye) might feeme to bee 
A tenth ratke in the heavenly hierarchie, 
O ſtrong and long-liv'd death,how cam'ft thou in? 
And how without Creation didſt begin? 
Thou haſt,and ſhalt ſee dead, before thou dyeſt, 
All the foure Monarchies, and Antichriſt. 
How could I thinke thee nothing, that ſee now 


Inall this All,nothing elſe is,bur thou, 
{3H $i! Hs | Our 
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Our births and life, vices,and verrues, bee 
Wafſtfull confutnprions, and degrees of thee, 
For, wee to live,our bellowes weare,and breath, 
Nor are wee mortall dying,dead, but death. 
And though thou beeſt, O mighty bird of prey, 
So much reclaim'd by God, that thou muſt lay 
All that thou kill ar his feer, yet doth hee 
Reſerve but few.and leaves the moſt to thee. 
And of thoſe few,now thou haſt overthrowne 
One whom thy blow, makes,not ours,northine own, 
She was more ſtories high: hopeleſſe to come 
To her Soule,thou'haſt offer'd at her lower roome., 
Her Souleand body was a King and Court: 
Bur thou haſt both of 'Captaine miſtand torr. 
As houſes fall not, though rhe King remove, 
Bodies of Saints reſt for their ſoules above. 
Death gets'twixt ſoules and bodies ſuch a place 
As finne infinuates 'twixt juſt menand grace, 
Both worke a ſeparation, no divorce, 
Her Soule is gone to utherup her corſe, 
Which ſhall be'almoſt another ſoule, for there 
Bodiesare purer, then beſt Soules are here. 
Becauſe in her, her virtues did outgoe 
Her yeares,would'ſt thov,O emulous death,do ſo? 
And kill her young to thy lofſe> muſt the coſt 
Ot beauty Jand wit,apt ro doe harme,be loſt? 
What though thou found'ſt herproofe'gainſt finsof 
Oh,everyage a diverſe finne purſuerh, (youth? 
Thou ſhould'lt haye ſtay'd, and taken better hold, 
Shortly ambitious,covetous,when old, - o 
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She might have m_ ov'd: and ſuch devotion 
Might once have ſtray'd to ſuperſtition. 
If all ber vertues muſt have growne,yer might 
Abundant virtue'have bree a proud delight, 
Had ſhe perſever'd juft, there would have bin 
Some that would finne,miſ-rhinking ſhe did (innc. 
Such as would call her friendſhip, love, and faine 
To ſociableneſle, a name profane. 
Or ſinne, by tempting, or, not daring that, 
By wiſhing,though they never told her what. 
Thus might's thou'have {lain more ſoules,had'ſt thou 
Thy ſelfe,and to triumph,thinc army loſt,(not croft 
Yet though theſe wayesbe loſt,thou haſt left one, 
Which is,jimmoderate ericfe that the is gone. 
But we may ſcapethat {inne, yet weepe as much, 
Our teares are due,becan(e we are not ſuch. 
Some teares,that knot of friends,her death muſt coſt, 
Becauſe the chaine is broke,but no linke loſt. 
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Y 'To St Henry Goodyere. 


Ho makes the Paſt,a patterne for next yeare, 
'! Turnesno new leafe, but ſtil] the ſame things 
LVF (reads, 
Secne things, he fees againe, heard things doth heare, 
Ard makes his life, but like a paire of beads, 


% 


A Palace when'tis that, which it ſhould be, 
Leavesgrowing,and ſtands ſuch, orelſedecayes, 

But hee which dwels there, is not ſo; for hee 
Strives to urge upward, and his fortune raiſe; 


SO had your bodyher morning,hath her noone, 
And ſhall not better;her next change isnight: 
But ker faire larger gueſt,to'whom Sun and Moone 


Are ſparkes, and ſhort liv'd, claimes another right, 


The noble Sonle by age growes luſtier, 
Her appetite, and her digeſtion mend, 

Wee muſt not ierve, nor hope to pamper her 
With womens milke,and pappe unto the end. 


Provide you manlyer dyet, | you have feene 
All libraries,which are Schools, Camps ,8 Courts; 


But aske your Garners if you have not beene 
In harveſts, too irdulgent to your ſports. 


| Would 
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Would you redeeme it>then your ſelfe tranſplant 
A while from hence. Perchance outlandiſh ground 
Beares no4fore wit,then ours, but yer more ſcant 
| Arethoſediverſionsthere,which here abound. 


' To bea ſtranger hath that benefir, 

|  Weecan beginnings, but not habits choke, 
Goe,whither? hence; you get, if you forger; 

| New faults,till they preſcribe in ts, are ſmoake.. 


Our ſoule, whoſe country'is heaven, & God her father, 
Into this world, corruptions ſinke, is ſent, 

Yer, ſo much in her travaile ſhe doth gather, 
That ſhe returnes home, wiſer then ſhe went, 


It payes you well, if it teach you to ſpare, (yours; 
And make you aſham'd,to make your hawkspraiſe, 
hich when herſelte ſhe leflens in the aire, 
You then firſt ſay,that high enough ſhe toures. 


owever,keepethe lively taſt you hold © 
Of God,love him as now, bur feare him more, 
\ndin your afternoones thinke what you told 
And promiſd him,at morning prayer before. 


Let falſhood like a diſcord anger you, 
Elſe be not froward; But why doe Irouch 
hings, of which none is in your praiſe new, 
And Tables, or fruit-trenchers teach as much; 


L - Bur 
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Bur thus I make you keepe your promiſe Sir, 
Riding I had you,though you ſill fatd there, 

And in theſe thoughts,although you never ſtirre, 
You came with mee to Micham, andarchere, 


ts. th. a. 


To Mr Rowland Woodward. 


| Bn one who'in her third widdowhood doth 
= Her ſelfe a Nunne,tyed to retiredneſſe, (profeſle, 
Soaffets my muſe now,a chat fallownefſe. 


Since hee to few,yet to too many'hath ſhowne 

How love-ſong weeds, and Satyrique thornes arc 

Where ſeeds of better Arts,wereearly ſown,(growne 
by 

Though to uſe,and love Pgetrie, to mee, 

Berroth'd to no'one Art, be noadulterie; 

Omiffions of good, ill as ill deeds bee. 


For though to us it ſeeme, and be light and thinne, 
Yet inthoſe faithfull ſcales, where God throwes in 
Mens workes,vanity weighs as much as ſinne, 


If our Soules have tain'd their firſt white, yer wee 


_ May cloth themwithfaith,and deare honeſtie, 


Which God impntes, as native puritie, 
| | Therc 
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There is no Vertue,but Religion, 
Wile, valiant,ſober,juſt,are names, which none 
VVaart, which want not Vice-covering diſcretion, 


Seeke wee then our ſelves in our ſelves; foras 
Men force the Sunne with much more force to paſle, 
By gathering his beames witha chriſtall glaſſe; 


So wee, It wce into our ſelves wiil turne, 
Blowing our ſparkes of vertue, may outburne 
The ftraw,which doth about our hearts ſojourne, 


You know, Phyfitians, when they would infufe 
Into any'oyle,the Soules of Simples,uſe 
Places, where they may lie ſtill warme,to chuſe, 


So workes retiredneſſe in us; to rome 
Giddily and bee every where, butat home, 
Such freedome doth a baniſhment become. 


Wee are but termers of our ſelves, yet may, 
Ifwecan ſtockeour ſelves,and thrive, uplay 
Much,much deare treaſure for the great rent day. 


Manure thy ſelfe then, tothy ſelfe b&approv'd, 
Andwith vaine outward things be no more moy'd, 
But to know,that I love thee'and would be lov'd, 


}} 
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To Sf Henry Wootton, 


Ere's no more newes,then vertue,'T may as well 
Tell you Cali,or S* Michaels tale for newes,as tel] 


That vice doth here habitually dwell, 


Yet, as to'get ſtomachs,we walke up and downe, 
And toyle to ſweeten reſt, ſo,tnay God frowne, 
[f,but toloth both, haunt Courr,or Towne, 


Forhere no one is from the'extremitic 
Ot vice, by any/other reaſon free, 
But thatthe next to'him, ſtill, is worſe then hee. 


Inthis worlds warfare, they whom rugged Fate, 
{Gods Commiſtary,) doth fo throughly hate, 
As inche Courts Squadron to marſhall their ſtate 


If they ſtand armed with ſeely honeſty , 
Wirh wiſhing prayers,and neat integritie, 
Like Indians 'gainſt Spanijh/hoſts they bee, 


Suſpitious boldneſſe ro this place belongs, 
And to'have as many eares as all have tongues; 
Tender to know, tough to acknowledge wrongs: 


Beleeve 
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Belceve mee Sir. in my youths giddieſt dayes, 

When to be like the Court, was a playes praile, 

Playcs were not ſo like Courts, as Courtsare like 
(playes, 

Then let usat theſe mimicke antiques jeaſt, 

VWhoſe deepeſt projects, and egregious gefts 

Are bur dull Moralls of a game at Cheſts, 


FI. es. Ml... Mt. ed CE 


But now 'tis incongruity to ſmile, 
Therefore I cnd;zand bid farewell a while, 
C47 Conrt,though irom Court,were the better ſtile: 


—_————— 


—— 


To the ( ounteſſe of Bedford. 


MADAME, 
[I Eaſon is our Soules lefthand, Faith her right, 
By theſe wee reach divinity,that's you; 
heir loves,who have the bleſſings of your light, 
rew fromtheir reaſon, mine from faire faith grew, 


But as,alchougha ſquint lefrhandedneſſe 
Bc'ungracious,yet we cannot want that hand, 
So would I, not to encreaſe, but roexpreſle 

y faith,as I belceve,ſo underftand; 
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Therefore I ſtudy you firſt in your Saints, 
Thoſe friends, whom your elefionglorifies, 
Then in your deeds,acceſjcs,and reſtraints, 

And what you reade,and what your ſelfe devize, 


But ſoone,the reaſons why youre lov'd by all, 
Grow infinite,and ſo paſle reaſons reach, 

Then backe againe to'implicite faith I fall, 

And reſt on what the Catholique faith doth teach, 


That you are good: and not one Heretique 
Denies it: if he did, yet you are fo, 
For,rockes,which high top'd and deep rooted ſticke, 
Waves waſh,not undermine,nor oyerthrow, 


In eyery thing there naturally growes 
A Balſamum to keepe itfreſh, and new, 
If 'rwere not injur'd by extrin{ique blowes; 
Your birth and beauty are this Balme in you, 


But, you of learning and religion, 
And vertue,/and ſuch ingredients, have made 
A methridate, whoſe operation 
Keepes off, or cures what can be done or ſaid. 


Yet,this is not your phyficke,but your food, 

A dyetfit for you; for you are here 

The firſt good Angell,fince the worlds frame ſtood, 
That everdid in womans ſhape appeare. 


Since 
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Since you are then-Gods maſlterpeece,and ſo 

His Factor for our loves;do as you doe, 

Make your returne home gracious;and beſtow 

Thy life on that; ſo make one life of two, 
For ſo God helpe mee, I would not mifſe you there 
For all the good which you can do me here. 


To the Counteſſe of Bedford. 


MADAME, 
Ou have refin'd mee,and to worthyeſt things 
Vertue, Art, Beauty, Fortune, now I ſee 
Kareneſſe,oruſc, not nature valuebrings; 
\nd (ach, as they are circumfianc'd, they bee. 
Two ills can here perplexe us,ſ{inne to'excuſe; 
But of two good things,we may leave and chyſe, 


hereforeat Court,which isnot vertucs clime, 
Where a tranſcendent height, (as, lownefſe mee) 
Makes her not be,ornet ſhow: all my rime 
our vertues challenge, which there rareſt bee, 
For,asdarke textsneed notes: there ſome muſk bee 


To uſher vertue, and ſay, Thi #' ſhee, 
So 
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So in the country'is beauty;to this place 
You arethe ſeaſon (Madame) you the day, 
'Tis but a grave of ſpices, till your face ; 
Exhalethem,and a thick cloſe bud diſplay. 
Widow'd and reclus'd elſe,her ſweers ſheenſhrines 
As China,when the Sunne at Brafill dines, 


Out from your chariot, morning breaks at nighr, 

And falſifies both computations lo; 

Since a new world dotli riſe here from your light, 

We your new creatures, by new recknings goe. 
This ſhowes that you from nature lothly ſtray, 
That ſiffer not an artificiall day. 


In this you'have made the Court the Antipodes, 
And will'd your Delegate,the vulgar Sunce, 
Todoe profane autumnall offices, 
Whilſt here to you, wee ſacrificers runne; 
And whether Prieſ}s,or Organs,you wee'obey, 
Ve ſound your influence,and your DiGtates ſay. 


Yet to that Deity which dwels in you, 
Your vertuous Soule, [| now not ſacrifice; 
Theſe are Perit1ons,and not Hymnes; they ſuc 
But that I may ſurvay the edifice. 
In all Religions as much care hath bin 
Ot Temples frames,and beauty,'as Rites within, 
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Asall which goe to Rome,doe not thereb 
Eftceme religions, and hold faſt the beſt, 
3ut ſerve diſcourſe, and curioſity, 
ith that which doth religion bur inveſt, 
And ſhunne th'entangling laboriaths of Schooles, 
And make it wit,to thinke the wiſer fooles; 


So1n thispilgrimage I would behold 
ou as you'are vertues temple, not as ſhee, 
'hat walls of tender chriſtall her enfold, 
\V hat eyes, hands, boſome,her pure Altars bee; 
Andafrer this ſurvay,oppoſe to all 
Bablers of Chappels,you tlEſfcuriall, 


etnutas conſecrate,but merely'as faire; 
Dn theſe I caſt a lay and conntry eye. 
Df paft and future ſtories, which are rate, 
finde you all record, and prophecie. 
| Purge butrhe booke of Fate,that it admir 
No ſad nor guilty legends, you are it. 


fgoodand lovely were not one, of both 
ou were the tranſcript,and originall, 
The Elements, the Parent, and the Growth 
\ndevery peece of you, is both their All, 
So'intire are all your deeds, and you,that you 
Muſt dothe ſame things ſtill:you cannot two, 


But theſe(as nice thinne Schoole divinity 
derves herelie to furder or repreſſe) 
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Taſtof Poetiquerage,or flattery, 

And need not,wheteall hearts onetruth profeſſe, 
Oft fromnew proofes,ahd new phraſe, new doubts 
As ſtrange attire aliensthe men wee know, (grow, 


Leaving thenbuſie praiſe, andall appeale, | 

To higher Courts, ſenſes decree is true, | 

The Mine,the Magazine, the Commonweale, 

The ſtory ot beauty*,in Twicknam is,and you. 
Who hath ſcene one,would both; As,;who had bin 
In Paradiſe , would feeke the Cherubin. 


— 
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To Sr Elward Herbert. at Inbjers. 


M An isalumpe,where all beaſts kneaded bee, 
Wildome makeshiman Arke where all agree; 
The foole, in whom theſebeaſtsdo liveart jarre, 
Is ſport to Others, and a Theater, 
Nor ſcapes hee fo, but is himſelfe their prey. 
All which was man in him,is cate away, 
And now his beaſts on one another feed, 
Yercovple'in anger, and new monſtersbreed; 
How happy'is hee, which hath dye place affign'd 
To his beaſts, and diſaforeſted his minde> 
Empail'd himſelfe to keepethem our, nor in; 
Canſow,arddatestruſt corne,whererhey m_— 
| | an 
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Canuſc his horſe,goate,wolfe,and every beaſt, 
And isnot Aſle himſelte to all the reſt. 
Elſe, man not onely is the heard of ſwine, 
But he's thoſe devills roo,which did incline 
Them toa headlong rage,and made them worſe: 
For mancan adde weight to heavens heavieſt curſe. 
As Soules (they ſay) by our firſt rouch, take in | 
The poyſonous tinQure of Originall finne, 
So,to the puniſhments which God doth fling, 
Our apprehenſion contributes the ſting, 
To us, as to his chickins,he dothcaſt 
Hemlockcgand wee as men,his hemlocke taſte. 
Ve do infuſeto what he meant for meat, 
Corroſiveneſle, or intenſe cold or heat. 
For, Godno ſuch ſpecifique poyſon hath 
/ As kills weknownot how; his fierceſt wrath 
Hath noantipathy, but may be good 
Art leſt forphyſicke, if not for our food. 
Thus man,that might be'his pleaſure, is his rod, 
And is his devil], rhat might be his God, 
Since then our buſineſle is, to reQtifie 
Nature,to what ſhe was, weeare led awry 
By them, who manto us in little ſhow, 
Greater then due,noforme wecanbeſtow 
On him; for Man into himſelfecan draw 
All, All bis faith can ſwallow,'or reaſon chaw, 
All that is fill d,and all that which doch 6111, 
All the round world,to man is bura pill, 
In all it workes not,bur it is inall 
Poyſonons,or purgative, 1 EG 
2 


For,knowledge kindles Calentures in ſome, 

Andis to others jcy Opium. 
As brave as true, is that profeſſion than 

Whichyou doe uſe to make; that you kgow man, 
This makes ir credible, you have dwelt upon 

All worthy bookes;and now are ſuchan oge. 
Acionsare authors, and of thoſe in you 

Your friends finde every day a tnart of new, 
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To the Counteſſe of Bedford. 
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Fr ave written then,when/you writ,ſcem'd to mee 


Worſt of ſpirituall vices, Simony, 
And not have written then, ſeemes little leſle 
Then worſt of civill vices, thankleſſeneſle. 
In this,my doubt I ſeem'd' loath to confteſle, 
In that, I ſeem'd to ſhunne beholdingneſle, 
But tis not ſoc,nethive,as I am,may, 
Pay all they have,and yet have all co pay. 
Such borrow in their payments,and owe more 
By having leave towrite ſo, then before: 
Yet ſince rich mines in barren grounds are ſhowne, 
May not I yeeld (not gold) but coale or ſtone? 
Temples were not demoliſh'd, though prophane: 
Here Peter Ioves,there Paul have Dian's Fanc. 
50 whether my hymnes you admit or chuſe, 
1n me you'have hallowed a Pagan Muſe, F 
- a1 7.11: An 
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And denizend a ſtranger, who miſtaughr 
By blamers of the times they mard, hath ſought 
Vertues in corners, which now bravely doe 
Shine in the worlds beſt part, or all,inyou. 
have beene told, that vertue'in Courtiers hearts 
Suffersan Oftraciſme,anddeparts. 
Profit, eaſe, fitneſſe,plenty,bid it goe, 
But whither, only knowing you, I know; 
Your,or you vertue,two valt uſes ſerves, 
It ranſomes one ſex,and one Court preſerves, 
There's nothing but your worth,which being true, 
Is knowne to any other, not to you. 
And youcan never know it, To admit 
Noknowledge of your worth,it ſome of it. 
But ſince to you, your praiſes diſcords bee, 
Stop others 1lls,to meditate with mee. 
Oh! to confefle wee know not what we ſhould, 
Is halfe excuſe,wee know not what we would, 
Lighrneſſe depreſſeth us, emprineſle fills, 
We ſweat and faint, yet ſtill goe downe the hills; 
As new Philoſophy arreſts the Sunne, 
And bids the paſhve earth about it runne, 
So weehave dull'd our minde, it hath no ends; 
Onely the bodie's buſte,and pretends; 
As dead low earth ecclipſes and controules | 
The quick high Moone: ſo doth the body, Soules, 
In none but us,are fuch mixt engines found, 
As hands of double office: For,the ground 
Wetill with them; and them to heay'n wee raiſez 
Vho prayer-lefle labours, or,without this, prayes, 
I 65 9/56] M3  Doth 
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Doth bur one halfe,chat's none; He which ſaid, P/oug/ 
And looke not back, rolooke up doth allow. 
Good ſeed degenerates,andofr obeyes 
The ſoyles diſeaſe, and into cockle ſtrayes, 
Let the minds thoughts be bur tranſplanted fo, 
Into the body,/and baſtard]y they grow. 
What hate could hurt our bodies like our love> 
Wee but no forraigne tyrans could remoye, 
Theſe not ingrav'd,but inborne dignities 
Caskets of ſoules, Temples,and Palaces: . 
For,bodies ſhall from death redeemed bee, 
Soules but preſerv'd, not naturally free; 
As men to'our priſons,new' ſoules tous are ſent, 
Which learne it there,and come in innocent, 
Firſt ſeeds of every ereature are in us, 
What ere the world/hath bad, or pretions, 
Mans body can produce, hence hath it beene (ſeene 
That ſtones, wormes, frogges, and ſnakes in man at: 
But who cre ſaw,though nature can worke foe, 
Thar,pearle,or gold, or corne in man did grow, 
We'haveadded tothe world Virginia,and ſent 
Two new ſtarreslately to the firmament; 
Why grudge wee us(not heaven)the dignity 
T increaſe with ours,thoſe faire ſoules company: 
But I muſt end this letter, though ic doe 
Stand on two traths, neither is truetoyou. 
Vertue hath ſome perverſeneſſe, For ſhe will 
Neittherbeleeve her good,nor others ill, _ 
Even in your vertues beſt paradiſe, | 
- Vertue hath ſome, but wiſe degrees of vice; 
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Too many vertues, or too much of one 
Begets in you unjult ſuſpition. 
\nd ignorance of vice,makes vertue lefle, 
Quenching compaſſion of our wrechedneſle. 
But theſe arc riddles; Some aſperſion 
Of vice becomes well ſome complexion. 
Stateſmen purge vice with vice,and may corrode 
The bad with bad, a ſpider with a road: 
or ſo, ill thralls not them, but they tame jll_ 
And make herdo much good againſt ker will, 
But.in your Commonwealth or world in you 
Vice hath no office,or good worke to doe, 
Take then no vitiouspurge,but be content 
With cordiall vertue, your knowne nouriſhment; 


Tothe Counteſſe of Bedford. 
On New-yeares day. 


2 


His twilight of two yeares,not paſt nor next, 
Some embleme is of mee , or I of this, 

ho Meteor-like,of finffe and forme perplext, 

Whoſe what.,and where, in diſputation is, 

IfIſhould call mee any thing, ſhopld miſle, 
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I ſummethe yeares, and mee , and finde mee not 

Debtor to th'old ,nor Creditor to th'new, 
That cannot ſay,My thankes I bave forgor, 


Nor traſt I thiswith hopes, and yer ſcarce true, 
This bravery is ſince theſetime ſhew'd mee you, 
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Inrecompence I would ſhow future times (ſuch; f 
What you were, and teach them to'urge towards 

Verſe embalmes vertue;'and Tombs, or Thrones of 
Preſerve fraile tranſicory fame, as much (rimes, 
As ſpice doth bodies from corrupt aires touch, 


Mine are ſhort liv*d;the tincture of your name 
Creates in them, bur diffipatesas faſt, 

New ſpirit: for, ſtrong agents with the ſame 
Force that doth warme and cheriſh, us doe waſt; 
Kept hot with ſtrong extraQs,no bodies laſt: 


So,my verſe built of your juſt praife,might wane 
|  Reaſonandlikelihood, 'the firmeſt Baſe, 
And made of miracle,now faith is ſcant, 
Will vaniſh ſoone, and ſo poſſeſſe no place, 
And you,and it,too much grace might diſgrace. 


VW henall(as truth commands aſlent)confeſle 
» Alltruthof you, yer they will doubt how I 
, Onecorneofone lowanthills daft, and lefle, 
| Should name know orexpreſſc a thing fo high, 
And not an inch,meaſure infinity, _ 
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I cannot tell chem, nor my ſelfe, nor you, 
But leave,leſttruth b'endanger'd-by my praiſe, 
And turne to God,who knowes I thinke this true, 
And uſethofrt,when ſuch a heart miſ-ſayes, 
To make it good, for,ſfich a prayer prayes, 


— — 
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Hee will beſt teach you, how you ſhould lay out 
His ſtock of beauty learning favonr,blood, 

He will perplex ſecurity with doubr, (yougood, 
And cleare thoſedoubts, hide from you,'and ſhew 
And fo increaſe your appetite and food, 


Hee will teach you, that good and bad have not 
One latitude in cloyſters, and in Courr, 
Indifferent there the greateſt ſpace hath gor, 
Some pitty'is not good there, ſome vaine diſport, 
On this ſide,ſfinne;with that'place may comport. 


Yet he as hee bounds ſeas, will fixe your houres, 
With pleaſure, and delight may nor ingreſſe, 
And though what none elſe loſt,be trulieſt yours, 
Hee will make you,what you did not, poſleſle, 

By uſing others,not vice,but weakeneſſe. 


He will make you ſpeake truths, and credibly, 
And make you doubt, that others doe nor ſo: 

Hee will provide you keyes,and locks,to ſpie, _ 
And ſcape ſpies, to good ends, and hee will ſhow 
What you may not acknowledge, what not know, 
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For your owne conſcience,he gives innocence, 
Bur for your fame;a diſcreet warineſle, 
And thoughto ſcape,then to revenge offence 
Be berter,he ſhowes both,andto repreſle 
oy, when your ſtate ſwells, ſaaneſſe when 'tis leſſe, | 


From need of teares he will defend your ſoule, 
Or make a rebaprizing of onereare; 

Hee cannot,(that's,he will nor) diſ-inroule 
Your name; and when withaCtive jpy we heare 
This private Ghoſpell, then is our new yeare, 


To the ( ounteſſe of Huntingdon. 


MADAME, 


M An to Gods image, Eve,to mans was made, ! 

Nor finde wee that God breath'd a ſoule in her, | 

Canons will not Church fun&ions you invade, 
Nor lawes to civill office you preferre, 


Who vagrant tranſitory /Comets ſees, 

Wonders, becauſe they'arc rare; Buranew ſtarre 
Whoſe motion withthe firmamenr agrees, 

Is miracle; for, there no new things are; 


In woman ſo perchance milde innocence 
A ſeldomecomeris, but attivegood 


Poems, on 


A miracte,which reaſon fcapes,and ſenſe, 
For, Art and Nature this ia them withſtood, 


_— 


As ſuch a ſtarre, which Mags led to view 
The manger-cradlcd infant, God below, 

By vertues beames by fame deriv'd from you, 
May apt ſoules,and the worſt may vertue know, 


Ifthe worlds age, anddeath be argued well (bend, 
By the Sunnes fall, which now towards earth doth 
Then we might feare that vertne,fince ſhe fel] 
So low as woman,ſhould be neare her end. 


But ſhe's not ſloop'd, but rais'd,; exil'd by men 
She fled to heaven, that's heavenly things, that's 
She was inall men, thinly ſcatter'd. then, (you, 
But now amaſs'd, contracted in a tew. 


She guildedus:But you are gold,and Shee, 
Us ſhe inform'd, but tranſubſtantiares you, 

Soft diſpoſitions which ductile bee, 
Elixarlike,fhe makes not cleane, but new. 


hough you a wifes and mothers name retaine, 
'Tis not as woman, for all are not foe, 
But vertue having made you vertue,'ts faine 
T'adhere in theſe names, her and you to ſhow, 


Elſe,being alike pure, wee ſhould neither ſee, 
As, water being intoayre rarify'd, | 
HEME! Na Neither 
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Neither appeare, till in onecloud they bee, 
So, for our ſakes.you do/low names abide; 


Taught by great conſtellations, which being fram'd, 
Ot the moſt ſarres, take low names,Crab, and By/, 
When ſingle planets by the Gods are namr'd, 
You covert not great names, of great things full. 


Soyou, as woman, one doth comprehend, 
Andinthe vaile of kindred others ſee; 

To ſome ye are reveal'd,as ina friend, 
Andas a vertuous Prince farre off, to fnee, 


To whom, becauſe from you all vertues flow, 
And '*cis not none,to dare contemplate you, 

I, which to you as your'true ſubjeA owe 
Some tribute for that;ſo theſe lines are due, 


It you can thinke theſe flatreries,they are, 

For then your judgement is below my ptaiſc, 
If they were ſo,oft,flatterics worke as farre, 

As Counſels, and as farre th'cndeayour raiſe. 


So myill reaching you might there grow good, 
But I remaineapoyſon'd fountaine ill, 

But not your beauty,vertue,knowledge,blood 
Are more above all flattery, then my will, 


And 1tTI fatter any, 'tis not you 
But my owne judgement, who did longagoe 
Prononnce, 
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Pronounce, that all theſe praiſes thould be true, 
And vertue ſhould your beauty, and burthoutgrow, 


Now that my propheſies are all fulfilVd, 
Rather then God ſhould nor be honour'd too, 
Andall theſe gifts confeſs'd, which hee inſtill'd, 
Your ſelfe were bound to ſay thar which I doe. 


So I, but your Recorder am inthis, 
Or mouth, or Speaker of the univerſe, 
A miniſteriall rotary, for 'tis 
Not I,but you and fame,that make this verſes 


I was your Prophet in your yonger dayes, 
And now your Chaplaine, God in you to praiſe. 


ToM.L W. 


AV haile ſweet Poet,more full of more ſtrong fire; 
Then hath or ſhall enkindle any ſpirit, 
I loy'd what nature gave thee, but this merit 
Ofwit and ArtT love not bat admire, _. 
Who tave before or (hall writeafter thee, 
Their workes, though toughly laboured, will bee 
Like infancie or age to mans firme ſtay, 
Or carely and late twilights to mid-day, 
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Men ſay, and truly, that they better be 
Which be envyed then pirtied: therefore ], 
Becauſe I wiſh thee beſt, doe thee envie: 

O wouldſt thou,by like reaſon, pitty mee, 

Burt carenot for mee,I,that ever was 

In Natures,and in fortunes gltts, (alas, 

Before thy grace got in the Muſes Schoole) 


A monſter andabegger,am a foole, 


Oh how I grieve,that late borne modeſty 
Hath got ſueh root in caſie waxen hearts, (parts 
That men may not themſelves, their owne good 
Extoll, without ſuſpe& offarquedrie, 
For,but thy ſelfe, noſubje& can be found 
Worthy thy quill, nor any quill reſound 
Thy worke but thine: how good it were to {ec 
A Poem in thy praiſe,and writ by thee, 


Now if this ſong be coo'harſh tor rime, yet, as 
The Painters bad god made a good devill, 
'Twill be good proſe, although the verſe be evill. 
If thou forget the rime asthon doſt paſſe, 
| Then write,then I may follow ,and ſo bee 
Thy debter, thy'eccho,thy foyle, thy zanee. 
I ſhall be thoughr,if mane like thine I ſhape, 
All the worlds Lyon, though I be thy Ape. 
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To M. T.W., 


Aſt thee harſh verſe as faſtas thy lame meaſure 
Will give thee leave,to him; My pain,&pleaſure 
I have given thee,and yet thou art roo weake, 
Feete and a reaſoning ſoule and tongue to ſpeake. 
Tell bim,all queſtions, which men have defended 
Both of the place and paines of hell,are ended; 
And'tis decreed our hell 1s but privation 
Ofhim,ar leaſt in this earths habitation: 
And "tis where I am, where in every ſtreet 
Infeftions follow,overtake, and meete: 
Live Ior die, by you my love is ſent, 
And you'are my pawnes,orelſe my Teſtament. 


— 


To M. T.W. 


P*cgnant again with th'old twins Hope, and Feare, 
Ofr have I aske for thee, both how and where 
Thou wert,and what my hopes of letters were; 


As in our ſtreets ſly beggers narrowly 
Watch motions of the givers hand or eye, 
And evermore conceive ſome hope thereby. 


And 
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And now thy Almes is given, thy letter'is read, 
The body riſen againe, the which was dead, 
And thy poore (tarveling bountifully ted. 


Afterthis banquet my Soule doch ſay grace, 

And praiſe thee for'ir, and zealoufly imbrace 

Thy love,though I thinke thy love in this caſe 
Tobe as gluttons, which ſay 'midfi their meat, 
They loverhatbeſt of which they molt do cat, 

Ineerts - 

Aronce, from hence,my [lines and Idepart, 

I ro my ſoft fill walks,they ro my Hearr; 

I to the Nurſe, they to the child of Arr; 


Yet asa firme houſe,though the Carpenter 
Periſh, doth ſtand: as an Embaſſadour 
L.yes ſafe, how e'c his king be in danger: 


So, though I languiſh preſt with Malancholy, 
My verſe, the ſtr1& Map/of my miſery, 
Shal! live to ſee that, for whoſe want I dye. 


Therefore 1 envie them, and doe repent, 
That from unhappy mee;rhings happy'are ſent; 
Yetasa Picture, or bare/ Sacrament, 
Accept theſe lines,and if in them there be 
Merit of love beſtow that love oh mee. 
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To M.C.B. 


Hy friend, whom thy deſetts to thee enchaine; 
Urg'd by this unexcuſable occaſion, 
Thee and the Saint of his affection 
caving behinde, doth of both wants complaine; 
\nd let the love I beareto both ſuftaine 

No blott nor \maime by this diviſion, 

Strong is this loye which ties our hearts in one, 
\nd ſtrong that love purſu'd with amorous paine; 
ut though beſides thy ſelfe I leave behind = 

Heavens liberall and carths thrice-faire Sunne, 

Going to where ſterne winter aye doth wonne, 

et, loves hot fires, which martyr my ſad minde, 

Doe ſend forth ſcalding ſighes, which have the Art 

'To melt all Ice, but that which walls her heart, 
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To M.S.B. 


Thou which to ſearcyput the ſecret parts 
' Of the India, or rather Paradiſe 
Ofknowledge, haſt with courage and adviſe 
Lately launch'd into the vaſt Sea of Arts, | 
Diſdaine not in thy conſtant travailing 
Todoe as other Voyagers,and make 
Some turnes into lefle Creekes, and wiſely take 
Freſh water at the Heliconian ſpring ; 
I ſing not, Siren like, to tempt; for I 
Am harſh, nor as thoſe Sciſmatiques with you, 
Vhieh draw all wits of good hope to their crew; ® 
Burt ſeing in you bright ſparkes of Poetry, {2 
I, though I brought no fuell, had deſire ; 
With theſe Articulateblaſsto blow the fire. ; 
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To M.Z.B. 


'k not thy ſacred hunger of ſcience 

Yet ſatisty'd 2 Is not thy braines rich hive 
Fulfil'd with hony which thou doſt derive 

From the Arts ſpirits and their Quintefſence 2 

Then weane thy ſelte at laſt, and thee withdraw _ 
From Cambridge thy old nurſe, and, as the reſt, 
Here toughly chew, and ſturdily digeſt 

Th'immenſe vaſt volumes of cur common law; 

And begin ſoone, leſt my griefe grieve thee too, 
Vhich1s, that that which I ſhould have begun 
In my youthes morning, now late muſt be done; 

And1, as Giddy Travellers, muſt doe, 
Which ſtray orſleepe all day,and having loſt 
Light and ſtrength, darke and tir'd muſt then ride 


(polt, 
It chou unto thy Muſe be marryed, 


Embrace her ever, ever multiply, 
Be far from me that ſtrange Adulterie 
Torempr thee and procure her widdowhood, 
My nurſe, (for I had one,) becauſe I'am cold, 
Divorc'd ber (elfe, the cauſe being in me, 
That I canrake no new in Bigamye, 
Not my will only bur power doth withhold. 
Hence comes it, that theſe Rymes which never had 
Mother, want matter, aud they only have 


Oz A 


: | J 


_ —_—— 


100 Poems. 


A little forme, the which rheir Father gayc; 
They are prophane, imperfe&, oh,too bad 

To be counted Children of Poetry 

Except confirm'd and Biſhoped by thee. 


JF, as mine is, thy life a ſlumber be, (me, 
Seeme, when thou read'ſt theſe lines, to dreame ot 
Nevergdid Morpheus nor his brother weare 
Shapes ſoe lixe thoſe Shapes, whom they would ap. F 
As this my letter is like me, for it (pearc, | 
Hath my name, words, hand, feet,heart,minde and 
It 1s my deed of gitt of mee to thee, (wit;'Þ 
It ismy Will, my (elfe the Legacie. 
50 thy retyringsI love, yea envie, 
Bred in thee by a wiſe melancholy, 
That'T rejoyce, that-unto where thou art, 
Though I tay here, I'can thus ſend my heart, 
As kindly'as any enamored Parient 
His PiCture to his abſent Love hath ſent, 


All newes I thinke ſooner.reach thee then mee ; | 

Havens are Heavens, ahd Ships wing'd Angels be, 
The which both Goſpell,and terne threatnings bring; 
Guyanaes harveſt 1s nip'din the ſpring, 


1 feare; And with us (me thinkes). Fate deales ſo j 
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As with the Jewes guide God did, he did ſhow 
Him the rich land, bur bar'd his cntry in, 

Our ſlownes is our puniſhment and ſinne ; 
Perchance, theſe Spaniſh buſineſle being done, 

Vhich as the Earth betweene the Moone and Sun 
Eclipſe the light which Guyana would give, 

Our diſcontinued hopes we ſhall retrive : 
But if (as Allth'All muſt) hopesſmoake away, 

Isnot Almightie Vertuc'an India > £ 


(me, It men be worlds, there is inevery one 
eame of Some thing to anſwere in ſome proportion 
Ail the worlds riches: And in good men, this 
QUld ap- ; Vertue, our formes forme and our ſoules ſoule is. 
(peare, 
inde and (AY - EN 0J 19 2 


(wit; 


To M. LI. L. 


O 7 that ſhort Roll of friends writ in my heart 
: Which with thy name begins,fince their depart; 
LY \\ hether inthe Engliſh Provinces they be, 
8 Orcdrinke of Po, Sequan, or Danubic, 
JF {icre'snone that ſometimes greets us not,and yer 
= our Ircntis Lethe', that paſt,us you forget, 
F 1 0u doe not duties of Societies, 
= 1t from the'embrace of a lov'd wife you-riſe, (fields; 
_  iew your far Beaſts, ftrerch'd Barnes, and labour'd 
Late, play,ryde, take all joyes which all day yeelds, 
| O 3 And 
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And then againe to your embracements goe : 
Some houres on us your frends, and ſome beſtow 
Upon your Muſe, elfe both wee ſhall repent, 
[ that my love;ſhe that her guitts on you are ſpent 


PEE II — 


To M. IP. 


BE are your North parts, for all this long time | 
My Sun is with you,coldand darke'is our Clime, 
Heavens Sun, which ſtaid ſo long fromus this yeare, # 
Statd in your North (Ithinke) for ſhe was there, 
And hether by kinde nature drawne from thence, 
Here rages chafes and threatens peſtilence; 
Yetl , as long as (hee from/hence doth ſtaie, 
Thinke this no South,no Sommer, nor no day. 
With thee my kinde and unkinde heart isrun, 
There ſacrifice it to that beauteous Sun : 
SO may thy paſtures with'their flowery fea(ts, 
As ſtddenly as Lard, fat thy leane beaſts ; 
SO may thy woods oft pollſd, yet ever weare 
A greene, and when thee lift a golden haire, 
S0 may all thy ſheepe bring forth Twins, and fo 
Inchaceand race may thy horſe all our goe; 
SO may thy love and courage ne'r be cold; : 
Thy Sonne ne'r Ward; Thy lov'd wife ne'r ſeem 019, i 
But maift thou with greatthings, and them attaine, Þ 
Asthon telſther and none but her my paine, 4 
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'To E, of D. with fix holy Sonnets. 


CE E Sir, how as the Suns hot Maſculine flame 
Begets {trange creatures on Niles durty flime, 
In me,your fatherly yer luſty Ryme (fame; 
(For, theſe ſongs are thetr fruits) have wrought the 
But though the 1ngendring force from whence they 
Bee ſtrong enough,and nature doe admit (came 
Seayen to be borne at once, I ſend as yet 
Bur ſix,they ſay, the ſeaventh hath ſtill ſome maime:; 
- I chooſe your judgement, which the ſame degree 
Doth with her ſiſter, your invention, hold, 
\s fire theſe drofſie Rymesto purifie, 
Or as Elixar,to change them to gold; 
ou are that Alchimiſt which alwaies had 
Vit,whoſe one ſpark could make goodthings of bad. 


To Sir H, W. at his going Ambaſh- 


dor to Venice. 


"A Frer thoſe reverend papers, whoſe ſoule is (name, 
Our good and great Kings lov'd hand and fear'd 
By which to you he derives much of his, | 
And (how he may) makes you almoſt the ſame, 


A Taper of his Torch, a copie writ 
From his Originall, and a faire beame 
Ofthe ſame warme,and dazeling Sun,though it 
Muſt in another Sphere his vertue ſtreame : 


After thoſe learned papers which your hand 
Hath ſtor'd with notes of uſe and pleaſiires too, 
From which rich treaſury you may command 
Fit matter whether you will write or doc: 


After'thoſe loving papers, where friends ſend 
Withglad griefe, to your Sca-ward ſteps, farewel, 
Which thicken on you now, as prayers aſcend 
To heaven in rroupes at'a good mans paſſing bell: 


Admit this honeſt paper, and allow 
It ſuchan audience as your ſelfe would aske, 
What you muſt ſay at Venice this meanes now, 
And hath for nature,what/you have for taske, 


To 
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To ſweare much love,notto be chang'd before 
Honour alone will co your fortune fir; 

Nor ſhall I then honour your fortune,more 
Then I have done your honour wanting it. 


But*tis aneaher load (though both oppreſle) 
To want, then governe greatneſle, for wee are 
In that, our owne and onely buſinefle, 
Inthis,wee muſt for others vices care; 


'Tis therefore well your ſpirits now are plac'd 
Intheirlaſt Furnace, in aQtivity; 

Which fits them ( Schooles and Courts and warres 
To touch and teſt in any beſt degree, {(o'rpaſt) 


For mee, (if there be ſuch a thing'as I) 
Fortune (ifthere be ſuch a thing as ſhee) 
Spies that I beare ſo well her ryranny, 
That ſhe thinks nothing elſe ſo fit for mee; 


But though ſke part us,to heare my oft prayers 
For your increaſe,God is as neere mee here; 

And to ſend you what I ſhall begge,bis ſtaires 
In length and eale are alike every where. 


1M paper ſtay, and grudge not here to burne 
With all thoſe ſonnes| whom my braine did 
Atleſt lye hid withmee, till/thon returne, (create, 
To rags againe,which is thy native ſtate. 


What though thon have cnough unworthineſle 
To come unto great place as others doe, 

That's much,emboldens, pulls, thruſts I confeſle, 
Bur *cis not all,thou ſhould'ii be wicked roo, 


And,that thou canſt not learne, ornot of mee; 

Yet thou wilt goe, Goe,fince thou goeſt to her 
* Wholacks but faults to be a Prince,for ſhee, 
Truth, whom they dare not pardon, dares preferte. 


But when thou com'lt to that perplexing eye 
Which equally claimes /5w2 and reverence, 

Thou wilt not long diſpute /ir,thou wilt die; 
And,baving little now,have then noſenſe, 


Yet when her warme redeeming hand, which is 
A miracle; and made ſuch to worke more, 

Doth touch thee(ſaples leafe)thou grow'ſt by this 
Her creature; glorify'd more then before, 
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| Thenas a mother which delights to heare 
Herearly child miſpeake halfe uttered words, 
Or,becauſe majeſty doth never feare 
[ilor bold ſpeech,ſhe Audicnce affords. 


And then, cold ſpeechlefle wretch,thou-dieſt apaine, 

| And wiſcly; what difcourſe is left for thee? 
For,ſpeech of ill,and her thou muſt abſtaine, 

And is thereany good which is not ſhee? 


Ver maift chou praiſe her ſervants, thoughnor her, 
And wit, and vertue, and honour herattend, 

And fince they'are but hercloathes,thou ſhalt noterre 
[f thou her ſhape and beauty'and grace commend. 


ho Lnowes thy deſtiny>when thou haſt done, 
Perchance her Cabinet may harbour thee, 

hither all noble ambitious wits doe runne, 
A neſt almoſt as full of Good as ſhee. 


Vhen thou art there, if any, whom wee know, 
Were ſav'd before, and did that heaven partake, 
Whenſhe revolves his papers, marke what ſhow 
Offavour,(he alone,to them doth make. 


Marke,if to get them,fhe o'r skip the reſt, : 
Marke,ifſhee read them twice, or kifſe the name; 

Marke,ifſhe doethe ſame that they proteſt, 
Marke,if ſhe marke whether hex womancame. 


Pz ' Maike, 
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Marke,if{light things be'obje&ed,and o'r blowne, 
Marke, it her oathes againſt /him be not (till 

Reſerv'd, and thatſhee grieves ſhe's not her owne, 
And chides the doctrine that denies Freewlll, 


I bid thee not doe this to be my ſpieg 
Nor to make my ſelfe her familiar; 
But ſo much I doe love herchoyce, that I 
Would faine love him that ſhall be loy'd of her, 


AE 


To the Counteſſe of Bedford. 


—————  — 


JJ Jnour is ſo ſublime perfeion, 
'4 ZAnd fo refinde;that when God was alone 
And creatureleſſe at firſt, himſelfe had none; 


warn AIRES, 
: \ 0 I - 


But as of the elements, theſe which weetread, 
Proguce all rhings with which wee'are joy'd or fed, 
And, thoſe are barren both! above our head: 


A KR ©. 


Sofrom-low perſons doth all honour flow; 
Kings,whom they would have honoured, to us ſhow, 
And but are our honour, not beſtow. 


For whenfrom herbs the pure part muſt be wonne 


From grofle, by Stilling, this js better done 
By deſpiſ'ddung, then bythe fireor Sunne. 
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Care not then, Madame, how low your praylſes lye; 
In labourers balads oft more piety 
God findes,then in Te Deums melodie. 


And, ordinance rais'd on Towers ſo many mile 
Serd not their voice, nor laſt ſo long a while 
As fires from th'earths low vaults in Sic: Ile, 


ShouldT ſay I liv'd darker then were true, 
Your radiation canall clouds ſubdue, 
But one,'tis beſt light ro contemplate you, 


You, for whoſe body God made betterclay, 
Or tooke Soules ſtuffe ſuch as ſhall late decay, 
Or ſuch as needs ſmallchange at the laſt day. 


This, as an Amber drop enwraps a Bee, 
Covering diſcovers your quicke Soule; that we (fee, 
May in your through-ſhine front our hearts thoughts 


You teach(though wee learne not) a thing unknowne 
To our late times, the uſe of ſpecular ſtone, 
Through which all things within without were ſhown, 


Of ſuch were Temples, ſoand ſuch you are; 


Beeing and ſeeming 1s your equall care, 
And vertues whole ſumme is but know and dare. 
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But as our Soules of growth and Soules of ſenſe 
Have birthright ofour reaſons Soule, yet hence 
They fly not from that, nor ſeeke prefidence. 


Natures firſt leflon,ſo,diſcretion, 
Muſt not grudge zeale a place, nor yet keepe none, 
Notbanilh it ſelfe, nor religion. 


Diſcretion is a wiſemans Soule;and {o 
Religion is a Chriſtians, and you know 
How theſe are one, her yea,isnot her no. 


Nor may we hope to ſodder ſtill and knit 
Theſe two,and dare to breake them; nor muſt wit 


Be colleague to religion,bur be ir. 


In thoſe poore types of God(round eircles)ſo 
Religions tipes, the peeclefle centers flow, 
Andare in all the lines whichalwayes goe. 


It either ever wroughtin you alone 
Or principally,then religion 
Wrought your ends,and your wayes diſcretion. 


Goe thither til,goe the ſame way you went, 
VVho ſo would change, do coyet or repent; 
Neither can reach you,great and innocent. 
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Tothe Counteſſe of Bedford. 


Begun in France but never perfetted. 


| TJ Hough I be dead, and buried, yet I have 
(Living in you,) Court enough in my grave, 
As ofc as there I thinke my ſelfeto bee, 
So many reſurretions waken mee. 
That thankfullneſſe your favours have forgot 
[n mee,embalmes mee;that I doe not rot; 
This ſeaſon as tis Eaſter,as'tis ſpring, 
Muſt both to growth and to confeffion bring 
| My thoughts diſpos'd unto your influence,ſo, 
$ [Theſe verſes bud, ſo theſe conteſſions grow; 
Firſt I confeſſe I have eo others lent 
Your ock,and over prodigally ſpent 
Your treaſure, tor ſince 1 had never knowne 
Vertue or beautie,butas they are growne 
8 1nyou, I ſhould notthinke or ſay they ſhine, 
(So as TI have)in any other Mine; 
Next I conteſle this my confeſſion, © 
W For,'tis ſome faultthus much to touch upon, 
$ Your praiſe to you, where half rights ſeeme roo much, 
*# And make your minds fincere complexion bluſh, 
& Next I confeſſe my*impenitence, forl 
Can ſcarce repent my firſt fault, ſince thereby 
Qemote low Spirits,which ſhall ne'r read you, 
May in lefle leſſons finde enongh to doe, 
I By (tudying copies, not Originals, 
Deſunt cetera, 
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A Letter to the Lady Carey and M's Eflex Riche, 


From Amyens. 


MADAME, 


Ere where by All All Saints invoked are, 
'Twere too much ſchiſme to be (ingular, 
And'gainſt a practiſe generall to watre. 


Yet earning to SainAs,ſhould my'humility 
To other Sain& then you directed bee, 
That were to make my ichifme, hereſic, 


Nor would TI be a Convertite fo cold, 
As not to tell it; If this be too bold, 
Pardons are inthis market cheaply fold. 


Where, becauſe Faith is in'itoo low degree, 
I thought it ſome Apoſtleſhip in mee 
To ſpeake things which by faith alone I ſee. 


Thar is,of you, who is a firmament 
Of virtues, where no one is growne, or ſpent, 
They' are your materials, not your ornament. 


Others whom weecall vertuous,are not ſo 
In their whole ſubſtance,bur, their vertues grow 


But in their humours,and at ſeaſons ſhow: | 
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For when through taſtleſſe flathumilitic 
In dow bax'd men ſome harmeleſſenes we fce, 
'Tis but his fleeme that's Yertnoxs and not Hee : 


Soe is the Blood ſometimes; who ever ran 
To danger unimportun'd,he was than 
INv better then a ſang#/ne Vertnous man. 


So cloyſterall men, who, in pretence of feare 
| contributions to this life torbeare, 
Have Vertue in Melancholy, and only there. 


Pirituall Cholerique Crytiques,which in all 
eligions find faults, and forgive no fall, 
ave, through their zeale, Vertue but in their Gall. 


Veare thus but parcel guilt, to Gold we'are growne 
Vhen Vertue is our Soules complexion, 
Vhoknowes his Vertues name or place,hath none, 


ertue'is but aguiſh, when 'tis ſeverall, 
By occaſion wak'd, and circumſtantiall. 
True vertue is Soule, Alwaics in all deeds CA. 


W iis Vertue thinking to givedignitie 


0 your ſoule, found there no infirmitie, 
F or, your ſoule wasas good Vertue, as (hee; 


Q 
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Shee therefore wrought upon that parr of you 
Which is ſcarce leſſe then ſoule, as the could do, 


And ſo hath made your beauty, Vertue too, 


Hence comes it, that your Beauty wounds not hearts, 
As Others, with prophane apd tenfuall Darts, 
But as an influence, vertuous thoughts imparts. 


But if ach friends by the honor ot your ſight 


Grow capable of this fo great a light, 
As to partake your vertucs, and their might, 


. What muſt I thinke that influence muſt doe, 


Where it findes ſympathic and matter{coo, 
Vertue, and beauty of the ſane ſtuffe , a5 you: > 


Which js, your noble worthie fiſter,ſhee 
Of whom, if what in this my Extaſie 
And revelation of you both I fee, 


I ſhould write here, as in ſhort Gallerics 


The Maſter at the end large glailes ties, 
S0 to preſent the roome twice to Our eyes, 


So I ſhould give this letter length, and fay 
That which I ſaid of you; there 15 no way 
From either, but by the orher not to (tray. 


- 
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May therefore this be enough to teſiifie 
My true devotion, free from flattery; 
He that beleeves himſelte, doth never lic: 


—— — — — — 


To the (ounteſſe of Salisbury. Auguſt, 1614. 


F Aire, great, and good, ſince {; eing you, wee ſee 
Whar Heaven can doe, and what any Earth can be: 
Since now your beauty ſhines, now when the Sunne 
Growne ſtale, is to ſo low a value runne, 

That his diſſhevel'd beames and ſcattered fires 

Serve but for Ladies Peciwigs and Tyres 

Inlovers Sonnets: you cometo repaire 

Gods booke of creatures,teaching what is faire, 

Since now, when all is withered, (hrunke, and drid, 
All Vertues ebb'd out to a dead low tyde,. 

All the worlds frame being crumbled into fand , 
Whereevery man thinks by himſelfe to ſtand, 
[ntegritie, friendſhip,and confidence, 

(Ciments of greatnes) being vapor'd hence, 

And narrow man being fill'd with lictle ſhares, 
Court, Citie, Church, are all ſhops of ſmall-wares, 
All having blowne to ſparkes their noble fire, 

And drawne their ſound goid-ingot into wyre, 

All trying by a love of littleneſſe 

To makeabridgments, and to draw to leſle, 

Even that nothing, which at firſt we were; 

Q 2! Since 
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Shee therefore wrought upon that part of you 
Which is ſcarce lefle then ſoule, as ſhe could do, 


And fo hath made your beavty, Vertue too, 


Hence comes 1t, that your Beauty wounds not hearts, 
As Others, with prophane and fenfuall Darts, 
Butas an influence, vertuous thoughts imparts. 


Burt if fach friends by the honor ot your ſight 


Grow capable of this fo greata light, 
As to partake your vertucs,/ and their might, 


What muft I thinke that influence muſt doe, 
Whece it findes ſympathic and matter too, 
. Vertue, and beauty of the ſaine ſtuffe, as you 2 


Which 1s,your noble worthie ſiſter, ſhee 
Ofwhom, if what inthis my Extalie 
And revelation of you both | fee, 


I ſhould write here, as in ſhort Gallerics 


The Maſter at the end large glailes ties, 
S0 to preſent the roome twice tO Our eyes, 


So I ſhould give this letter length, and ſay 


That which I ſaid of you, there 15 no way 
From either, but by the other not to ſtray. 


-— 
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May therefore this be enough to teſtifie 
My truc devorion, free from flattery; 
He that beleeves himleltfe, doth never lie: 


— ——__—— | — _ —_ — —y 


To the (ounteſſe of Salisbury. Auguſt, 1614. 


F Aire, great, and good, ſince {{.eing you, wee ſee 
What Heaven can doe, and what any Earth can be: 
Since now your beauty ſhines, now when the Sunne 
Growne ſtale, is to ſo low a value runne, 
That his diſſhevel'd beames and fcatrered fires 
Serve but for Ladies Periwigs and Tyres 
Inlovers Sonnets: you cometo repaire 
| Gods booke of creatures,teaching what is faire, 
Since now, when all is withered, thrunke, and dri'd, 
All Vertuesebb'd out to a dead low tyde, 
All the worlds frame being crumbled into fand , 
Whereevery man thinks by himſelfe to ſtand, 
[ntegritie, friendſkip,and confidence, 
| (Ciments of greatnes) being vapor'd hence, 
j And narrow man being fiil'd with lictle ſhares, 
Court, Citie, Church, are all ſhops of ſmall-wares, 
All having blowne to ſparkes their noble fire, 
And drawne their ſound goid-ingot into wyre, 
All trying by a love of littleneſſe 
To make abridgments, and to draw tolefle, 
Even that nothing, which at firſt we were 
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Since in theſe times, your greatneſle dotl, appeare, 
And that we learne by tt, that man to ger 
Towards him, thats infioite ,mult firſt be great, 
Since inan age {0 ill, as none 15 fic 

So much as ro accuſe, much lefle mendir, 

(For who can judge, or witnefle of thoſe times 
Where all alike are guilric of the crimes ?) 

Where he that would be good, is thought by all 

A monſter, or at beſt faoraRtichll : 

Since now you durſi be good, and that I doe 
Diſcerne, by daring to contemplate you, 

That there may be degrees of faire, great, £00d, . 
Through your light, largeneſle, vertuc underſtocd : 
If in this ſacrifice of mine, be ſhowne 

. Any ſwall ſparke of theſe, call ir your owne. 

A nd if chings like thele, have becn ſaid by mee 

Of others; call not that Idolatrie. 

For had God made man firſt, and man had ſcene 
The third daies fruits,and flpwers,and various greene 
He might have ſaid the belt that hc could ſay 

Of thoſe, faire creatures, which were made that day: 
Ang when next day he tad admir'd the birth 

Of Sun, Moore, Stars, fairer then late-prail'd carth, 
Hee might have faidehe beſt thathe could lay, 

And nor be chid for praiſing yeſterday: - 

So though ſome things arc not rogether true, 

As, that another is worthieſt, and,that you: 

Yer,to fay ſo, doth nor condemnea man, 

If when x ſpoke them, they were both true than. 


How faire a proofe of this , 10 our ſoule growes> 
VVee. 
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'W ee firſt have foules of growth, and ſenſe, and thoſe, 
When our laſt ſoule, our ſouic 1mmortall came, 
\Vere ſwallowed into it, and haveno name. 

Nor doth he injure thoſe foules, which doth caſt 

$ The power and praiſe of both them, on the laſt ; 
No more doe | wrong any ; I adore 

S The ſame things now, which I ador'd before, 

The ſubje& chang'd, and meaſure; the ſame thing 
Ina low conſtable, and in the King 
I reverence; His power to worke on mee ; 
Sodid I humbly reverence each degree 
Of faire, great, good, but more,now I am come 
From having found their walkes, to finde their home. . 
AndasI owe my firſt ſoules thankes, that they 
For my laſt ſoule did fit and mould myclay, 
SoamlI debtor untothem, whoſe worth, 
Enabled me to profit, and take forth 
This new great leſſon, thus to (tudy you; 
Which none, not reading others, firit, could doe, 
Nor lackeT light 0 read this booke, though I . 
Inadarke Cave, yeaina Grave doe lie. 

{tor as your fellow Angells, ſo you doe 
Illuſtrate them who come ro ſtudy you. 

The 5rkt whom we in Hiſtories doc finde 

To haveproſeſt all Arts, was one borne blind: 
Helackt thoſe eyes beaſts have as well as wee, 

ot thoſe, by which Angels are ſeeneand ſee ; 

$0, though I'am borne without thoſe eyesto ve; 
'Vhich fortane, who hath none her ſelte, doth give, 

Vhich are, fit meancs to ſec bright courts and you, 
T Q 3 Yet- 
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| Yer may Lſce you thus, as now I doe; 
T ſhall by that, all goodneſle haye diſcern'd, 
And though I burne my librarie, be learn'd. 
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An Epithalamion,Or mariage Song on the L ady Eli. 
zabeth, and Count Palatine being married on 
St. Valentines day. 


I. 
Hp Biſhop Valentine, whoſe day this is, 


All the Aire is thy Diocis, 
And all the chirping Choriſters 
And other birds are thy Pariſhioners, 
Thou marryeſt every yeare 
The Lirique Larke,and the grave whiſpering Dove, 
The Sparrow that negleAshis life for love, 
The houſehold Bird, with the red tomacher, 
Thou mak'ſt the black bird ſpeed as ſoone, 
As doth the Goldfinch, or the/Halcyon 
The hufband cocke lookes our, and ſtraight is ſped, 
And meets his wife, which brings her feather-bed. 
This day more cheerfally chen ever ſhine. 
This day, which might enflie thy ſelf, Old Valentine. 


Tl 
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Till now, Thou warmd'ſt with multiplying loves 
Two larkes, two fparrowes, or two Doves, 
All that is nothing unto this, 

| Forthou this day coupleſt wo Phoenixes, 

| Thou mak'i} a Taper fee 
\Vhat the ſunne never ſaw, and what the Arkxe 
(Which was of foules, and beaſts,the cage, and park) 

| Did not containe, one bed containes, through Thee, 

| Two Phcenjxes,whoſe joyned breaſts 

s Arcunto one another mutua!l nefs, 
Where motion kindles ſuch fires, as (hall give 

| Yong Phoenixes, and yetthe old thall live. 

$ \ hoſe love and courage never ſhall decline, 
But make the whole year through, thy day,O Valerine. 

I1I. 
Jp then faire Phoenix Bride, fruſtrate the Sunne, 
Thy ſelfe fromrhine affeCtion 
Takeit warmth enough, and from thine ey 
All lefler birds will take their Jollitie. 
Up, vp, faire Bride, and call, 
Thy ſtarres,from out their ſeverall boxes, take 
ThyRubies, Pearles, and Diamonds forth, and make 
Thy (clte a conſtellation,of them All, 
| And by their blazing, ſignife, 
Tiat a Great Princeſs falls, but doth nor die ; 
Bee thou a new ſtarre, that tous portends 
Ends of much wonder, And be Thou thoſe ends, 
Since thou doſt this day in new glory ſhine, 
May all men date Records, from this thy ny 
LIIL 


- 


a 4 eta 
ALLE i a Mo 
—_ gn <> » 
P ? 
OEMS. 


IIIT. 


Come forth, come forth, and as one glorious flame 
Meeting Another, growes the ſame, 
So meet thy Fredericke,and fo 
To an unſeparable unton goe, 
Since ſeparation 
Fa!ls not on ſuch things asare infinite, 
Nor things which are but one, can difunice. 
YorUare twice inſeparable, great, and one ; 
Gce then to where the Biſhop ſtates, 
To make you one, his way, which divers waics 
Muſt be effeQed, and when all is paſt, 
And that you'are one, by hearts and hands made fall, 
You two have one way left, your ſelves ro'entwine, 
Befides this Biſhops knor, O Biſhop Valentine. 


V. 


But oh, what ailes the Sunne,that here he ſtaies, 
Longer to day, then other daies > 
Staies he new light from theſe to get ? 
And finding here ſuch ſtore, is [oth to ſer > 
And why doe you two walke, 
Soſlowlypac'd in this proceſſion > 
Is all your care but to be look'd upon, 
And beto others ſpeQacle, and talke ? 
The feaſt, with gluttonous delaies, 
Is caten, andtoo long their meat they praiſe, : 
Tie 
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| The maſquerscome too late,and'] thinke,will ſtay, 
| Like Fairies,till the Cock crow them away. 
Alas,did not Antiquity aſhgne 
Anight,as well as day,to thee,O Valentine? 


VI 


| They did,and night is come; and yet wee ſee 
Formalittes retarding thee, 
\Vhat meane theſe Ladies, which(as though 
They wereto take a clock in peeces,)goe 
Sonicely about the Bride; 
A Bride,before a good night could be ſaid, 
Should vanifh from her cloathes,into her bed, 
As Soulcs from bodies fteale,and are nor ſpy'd. 
But now ſhe is laid; VVhat though ſhee bee? 
Yet there are more delayes, For, where is hed 
He comes,and paſſes through Spheare after Spheare, 
Firſt her ſheeres,then her Armes,thenany where, 
Let not this day,then,but this night be thine, 
Thy day was bur the eve to this,O Valentine, 


V III. 
Here lyesa ſhee Sunne,and a hee Moone here, 
She gives the beſt lightto his Spheare, 
Orecach is both,and all,and ſo 
hey unto one another nothing owe, 
And yet they doe, but are 
v0 juſt and rich in that coyne which they pay, R 
| | R | Thax 
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That neither would, nor needs forbeare nor ſtay, 
Neither deſires to be ſpar'd,nor to ſpare, 
They quickly pay their debt,and then 
Take no acquittance,but pay again; 
They pay,they give,they lend,and ſolet fall, 
No ſuch occaſion to belibexall. 
More truth, more courage in tkeſe two do ſhine, 
Thenall cy turtles have,and ſparrows, Valentine, 


VIII. 


And by this a& of theſe two Phenixes 
Natureagaine reſtored is, 
For ſince theſe twoare two no more, 
Ther's but or.2 Phenix ſtill, as was before. 
_ Reftnowatlaſt, and wee 
As Satyres watch the Sunnes upriſc,will ſtay 
Waltting,when your eyes opened, [et out day. 
Onely defir'd, becauſe your face wee ſee, 
Others nearc you ſhall whiſpering ſpeake, 
And wagers lay,at which {ide day will breake, 
And win by'obſerving, then, whoſe hand it is 
That opens firft a curtaige,hers or his; 
This wili be tryed ro morrow after nine, 
Till which houre, wee thy day enlarge, O Valcntine. 
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L 1613, December 26. 


= Ailophanes finding Idios i» the country in Chriſlmas 
* time,reprehends his abſence from court, at the mariaze 
= 0fthe Earle of Sommerſet, Idios gives an account of 
* i; purpoſetherdin,and of his abſence thence. 
WW cAlophanes. 
#4 V Nſcaſonable man, ſtatue of ice, 
c What could to countries ſolitude entice 

& Thee, inthis yearescold and decrepit time? 
= Natures inſtinct drawes to the warmer clime 
& Even ſmall birds,who by rhat courage dare, 
# lnnumerons fleets, faile throughtheir Sea, the aire, 
& Vhat delicacie can in fields appeare, 

7 Whilſt Flora'herſelfe dotha freeze jerkin weare? 
* Whil'& windesdo all the trees and hedges ſirip 

# Ofleafes,to furniſh roddes cnough to whip 

| Thy madneſſe from theezand all ſprings by froſt 

| Havetaken cold,and their ſweet murmures loſt, 

| Ifthou thy faults or fortunes would & lament 

* Withjuſt ſolemnity, doit in Lent; 

s At Court the ſpring already advanced ts, 

S The Sunne ſtayes longer up;and yet not his 
 Theglory is,farre other,other fires. 


Firſt,zeale to Prince and State; then loves delires 
i; R 2 Burne 
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Burne inone breſt, and like heavens two great lights, 
The firſt doth governe dayes, the other nights, 
An then that early light,which did appeare 
Before the Sunne and Moone created were; 
The Princes favour is defus'd o'r all, 
From which all Fortunes, Names,and Natures fa!l. 
Tien from thoſe wombes of ſtarres, the Brides bright 
At every glance,a conſtellation flyes, (eyes, 
And ſowes the Court with ſtarres,and doth prevent 
Inlight and power,the all-ey'd firmamenr; 
Firſt her cycs kindles other Ladies eyes, 
Then from their beames'theirjewels luſters riſe, 
And from their jewels torches do take fire, 
Andall is warmth, and/light,and good deſire. 
- Moſt other Courts, alas,are like to hell, (dwel!: 
Where in darke places, fire without light doth 
Or but like Stoves,forluſt and envy get 
Continuall, bur artificiall hear; 
Here zealeand love growne one, all clouds diſge?, 
And make our Court an everlaſting Ealt, 
And can'(t thou be fromthence> 


Iaios. No, I am there 

As heaven,to men diſpos'd, is every where, 

SO arc thoſe Courts, whoſe Princes animate, 
Not onely all their houſe, but all their State, 

Let no manthinke, becauſehe is tull,he hath all, 

Kings (as their patterne, God) areliberall 

- Not onely in fulneſſe, but capacitie, 


Enlarging narrow men, |to feele and ſee, 
; : And 
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And comprehend the bleſſings they beſtow. 
So, reclus'd hermits often times do know 
More of heavens glory, then a worldling can, 
As man is ofthe world,the heart of man, 
Is an epitome of Gods great booke 
= Otfcreatures, and manneed no farther looke 
# Soisthe Country of Courts, where ſweet peace doth, 
= Astheirone common ſoule, oive life to both, 
& Iamnot then from Court. 


E A lophanes. 


Dreamer, thou art, 
* Think'{t thou fantaſtiquethar thou baſt a part 
& Inthe Indian fleer, becauſe thou haſt 
= Alitleſpice, or Aniber in thy taſte? 
& Bcciuſe rhou art nor frozen, art thou warme? 
Sce(t thou all good beeauſe thou ſcelt no harme? 
Theearth dorh in her inner bowels hold 
Stuffe well diſfpos'd;and which would faine be gold, 
Bur r.ever thall, exceprtit chance tolye, 
So upward,that heaven gild it with lis eye; 
As,for divine things, faith comes from above, 
So,for beſt civilluſe,all tinftures move 
From higher powers; From God religion ſprings, 
VViidome,and honour from the uſe of Kings. 
Tien unbeguile thy ſelfe,and know with mee, 
Thar Angels,though on carth employd they bee, 
Are till in heav'n ,{o is hee ſtill at home 
That doth abroad, to honeſt ations come. 


| c nide thy ſelfe then, O foole,which yeſterday 
R 3 Might'(t 
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Might have read more then all thy books bewray, 
Haſt thou a hiſtery, which/doth preſent 
A Court,where all affe&tions'do aſlent 
Unto the Kings,and that, that Kings are juſt 
And where it isno levity to trult. 
Where there is no ambirion, but ro'obey, 
Where men need whiſper nothing,and yet may, 
Where the Kings favours are fo plac'd, that all 
Finde that the King therein 1s liberall 
To them, in him,becauſe his tavours bend 
To vertue,to the which they all pretend. 
Thou haſt no ſuch; yet here was this, and more, 
An carnelt lover,wiſethen,and before, 
Our little Cupidhath ſued Etvery, 
And is no more in his minority, 
Hee is admitted now tnto that breſt 
Where the Kings Counſells and his ſecrets reſt, 
Whathaltthou lolt, O ignorant nian? 


m—_— 


Iaios. 
I knew, 
All rhis, and onely therefore I withdrew 
To knoiy and feele all rhis, and nor to have 
Words to expreſle it, make3 a man a grave 
Ot hisowne thoughts; I would not therefore ſtay 
Ar agreat feaſt, havingno grace to ſay, 
And yet I ſcap'd not here; for being come 
Full of the common joy; Iutter'd ſome, 
Reade thenthis nuptiall ſong, which was not madc 


Either the Court or mens hearts to invade, 
I But 
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But ſince I'amdead, and buried I.could frame 
No Epitaph,which might advance my fame, 


— 
— 


; So much as this poore ſong,which teftifies 


[ did unto that day ſome ſacrifice. 


The time of the Mariaze, 


F [ hy art repriv'd old yeare,thou ſhaltnot die, 


Though thou upon thy death bed lye, 
And ſhould'{t within five dayesexpire 


&.Yetthou art reſcu'd by a mightier fire, 


Then thy old Soule,the Sunne, 


; \Vhenhe doth in his largeft circle runne. 
& Thepaſſage ofthe VVelt or Eaſt would thaw, 


{ Andopen wide their caſie liquid jawe 
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{ Toallour ſhips,coulda Promethean art 


Either unto the Northerne Pole impart 


The fire of theſe inflaming eyes , or of this loving 
, (heart. 
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Equality of perſons. 


But undiſcerning Muſe, which heart,which eyes, 
In this new couple,doſt thou prize, 
V hen his eyeas intlaming 1s 
As hers, and herheart loves as wcll as his? 
Be tryed by beauty,and than 
The bridegroome is a maid,andnot a man, 
Ifby that manly courage they be tryed, 
Which ſcornes unjuſt opinion;then the bride 
Becomes a man. Should chance or envies Art 
' Divide theſe two, whom nature ſcarce did part> 
Since borh have th'enflaming eye,and both the loving 


Rayſine of the Bridegroome. 


Though it be ſome divorceto thinke of you 
Single,ſo much one are you two, 
| Let mehere contemplate thee, 
Firſt,cheerfull Bridegroome, and firft let mee ſee, 
How thou prevent {the Sunne, 
And his red foming horſes doſt outrunne, 
How, having laid downe in thy Soveraignes breſt 


All 
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All buſineſles, from thence to reinveſt 

Them, when theſe triumphs ceaſe, thou forward art 
To ſhew to her, who doth the like impart, 

The fire of thy inflaming eyes,and of thy lovinghearr. 
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IIIT. 
Raiſing of the Bride. 


But now, tO Thee, faire Bride, it is ſome wrong, 

To thinke thou wert in Bed ſolong, 

Since Soonethou lyeſt downe firit, tis fit 
Thou in firſt riſing ſhould'Rallow for it, 

Pouder thy Radiant haire, | 

VWhich if without ſuch aſhes thou would'ft weare, 
Thou, which, to all which come to looke upon, 
Are meant for, Phoebus, would'ſt be Phaeton, 
For onrealc, give thine eyes, th'unuſuall part | 
Of joy, a Teare; ſo quencht,thou maiſt impart, (hcarr. 
Tous that come, thy inflaming eyes,to him,thy loving 
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Her Apparreliing. 


Thus thou deſcend'ſt to our infirmitie, 

Who can the Sun in water ſee. 

Soe doſt thou, when/in {1]ke and gold, 
Thou cloud thy ſelfe; fincewee which doe behold, 

Are duſt, and wormes,'cis juſt 

Our obje&s be the fruits of wormes and duſt; 
Let every Jewell be a glorious ſtarre, 
. Yer ftarres are not ſo pure, as their ſpheares are. 
And though thon ſtoope,tojappeare to us,in part, 
Still in that Niftnre thou intirely arr, (ving heart. 
Which thy inflaming eyes have made within his lo- 
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VI; 
Going tothe Chappell. 


Now from your Eafts you ifſve forth, and wee, 

As men which through a Cipres ſce 

The riſing fun, doe thinke it ewo, 
SOC,as you goe to Church,doe thinke of you, 

But that vaile being gone, 
By the Church rites you are from thenceforth one. 
The Church Triumphant made this match before, 
And now the Milicant doth irive no more, Fg 
en 
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Then, reverend Prieſt, who Gods Recorder art, 

Doe, from his Didates,to theſe two impart 

All bleſſings, which are ſeene, Or thought, by Angels 
(eye or heart . 


The Benedittion, 


Bleſt payre of Swans, Oh may you interbring 
Daily ciew joyes, and never ſing, 
Live, till all groundsof withes faile, 
Till honor, yea till wiſedome grow fo ſtale, 
Thar, new great heights torrie, 
[tmuſt ſerve your ambition,to die, 
Raiſe heires, and may here,to the worlds end, live 
Heires from this King,to take thankes, you,to give, 
Nature and grace doe all, and nothing Act, 
May never age, or error overthwart 


With any Weſt, theſe radiant eyes, with any North, 
(this heart, 
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Feaſts and Revells. 


But you are over-bleſt. Plenty this day 

Injures;it cauferhtimeto ſtay; 

The tables groane, as though this feaſt 
Would,as the flood,deftroy all fowle and bealt. 

And were the doftrine new 

Thttthe earth mov'd,this day would make it true; 
For every part to dance and revell goes. 
They tread the ayre,and fal/not where they roſe, 
Though fix hoores ſince, the Sunne to bed did part, | 
The masks and. banquets will not yet impart 
A ſunſet to theſe weary eyes, A Center to this heart, 


m———_— 


I'X, 
T be Brides going to bed, 


What mear't thou Bride,'this companie to keep ? 
To ſitup, till thou faine would(i ſleep ? 
Thou maiſt not, when thou art laid, doe ſo. 
Thy ſelfe muſt ro him a new banquet grow, 
And you muſt entertaine 
And doe all this daies dances o'r againe. 
Know that if Sun and Moone together doe 
Riſe in one point, they doe not ſet ſo to, 


Therefore 
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Therefore thou maiſt, faire Bride,to bed depart, 

Thou art not gone, being gone, where e'r thou art, 

Thou leav't in him thy warchfull eyes, in him thy l0- 
(ving heart. 


——— 


X. 
The Bridegroomes commiuge. 


As he that ſeesa ſarre fall, runsapace, 

And findes a gellie in the place, - 

Sodoth the Bridegroome haſt as much, 
Being told this ſtarre is falne, and findes her ſuch, 
And as friends may looke ſtrange, 

By anew faſhion, or apparrells change, 
Their ſoules, though long acquainted they had beene, 
Theſe clothes, their bodies, never yer had ſecne. 
Therefore at firſt ſhee modeſtly might ſtart, 
But muſt forthwith ſurrender every part, (heart. 
As treely,as each to each before, gavecither eyeor 
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Xl, 
The good. nicht. 


Now,as in Tullias tombe,one lampe burnt cleate] 
Unchang'd for fifreene hundred yeare, 
May theſe love-lamps we here en(hrine, 
In warmth, light,laſting, equall the divine; 
Fire ever doth aſpire, 
And makes all like it ſelfe, turnes all to fire, 
But ends in aſhes, which theſe cannot doe, 
For none of theſe is fuel]; bur fire too. 
This is joyes bonfire, then, where loves ſtrong Arts 
Make of ſo noble individuall parts 
Onefire of fonre inflamiog eyes, and of two loving . 
lh (hearts, 
Idiss. . 


As L have brought this ſong, that I may doe 
A pertc& ſacrifice, I'll burne it too. 


' Allophanes, 


No S*. This paper Ihave juſtly gor, 
For,in burner incenſe, thepertume is not l 
His only that preſears it, but of all, 
What ever celebrates this Feſtivall | 
Is common, fince the joy thereofis fo. 
Nor may your ſelfe be Prieſt: Bur let me Boe, E 
ac 
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Backe to the Court, and 1 will lay'it upon 
Such Altars, as prize your-devotion, 
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Epithalamion mad at Lincolnes Innr. 


He Sun-beames in the Eaſt are ſpred, 
Leave, leave, faire Bride,your ſ0litary bed, 
No more ſhall you retutrie to italone,: 
Itnourſeth ſadneſfe, and your bodies print, 
tke tO a grave, the yielding downe doth dint; 

You and your other you meet there anan;, (thigh, 
Put forth, pat forth thatwarme balme-dreathing 
Vhich whe next time you in theſe ſheets wil ſmother 

There 1t muſt meet another, 

Which never was,but muſt be,oft, mare nigh; 
ome glad from thence, goe gladderthen you came, 
vday put on perfettion, and a womans name.” 


Daugiters of London, you waich bee 

Dur Golden Mines, and furniſh'd Treaftrie, 
You which are Angels, yer ſtill bring with you * 
houſands of Angels on your mariage dates, 
elp with your preſence, and deviſe to praiſe 
Theſe rites, which alſo unto you grow due; 
Conceitedly dreſfeher, and be afſign'd, 


y you,fit place for every flower and jewel, 


Make her for love fit fewell G13 
As gay as Flora, and as rich as Inde ; i 
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So may ſhee faire and rich, in nething lame, 
To day put on perfection, and a womans name. 
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And you frolique Patriciahs 
Some of theſe Senators wealths deep oceans, 
Yepainred courrtiers, barrels of others wits, 
Yeecountry men, who but your beaſts love nore, 
Yee of thoſe fellowſhips whereof hee's one, 
Of ſtudy and play made firange Hermaphrodits, 


Here ſhine; This Bridegroom to the Temple bring 7 
Loe, in yoo path which ſtore of ſiraw'd flowers gr# 

The ſober virgin paceth; (cc, BW 1 

Except my ſight faile,'cis no other thing; \} 

Weep not nor bluſh, kere/is no griefe nor ſhame, 
T 0 aay pat on perfettion, and 4 womans name. 4 
Thy two-leav'd gates faire Temple untold, 
And theſe two in thy ſacred boſome hold, 

Till, myſtically joyn'd, baronetheydee, Re 
Then may thy leane and hunger-ſtarved wombe Bu 
Long time expe& their bodies and theirrombe, 

Long after their owne parents fatren thee; Sh 
All elder claimes,andall cold barrennefle, To 
All yeelding to new loves bee far for cver, 
Which mightrheſe rwo diſſever, Th: 
Alwaies, all th'other may cach one poſſeſlc; An 


For, the beſt Bride,beſt worthy of praiſe and fame, / 


To aay puts on perfettion, and 4 Womans name. The 
"1 Ta 
Winter dayes bring much delight, Li 


Not for themſelves, but for they ſoonbrivg gs. 
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Other ſweets wait thee then theſe diverſe meats, 
Other diſports then dancing jollittes, 
Other love tricks then glancing with the eyes; 
But that the Sun ſtill in our halfe Spheareſweates; 
Hee flies in winter,buthe now ſtands till, 
Yet ſhadowes turne; Noone point he hath attain'd, 
His ſteeds will bee reſtrain'd, 
But gallop lively downe the Weſterne hill, 
Thou ſhalt,when he hath come the worldshalf frame, 
Tonight but on perfection, and a womans name, 


Theamorous evening ſtarreis roſe, 
Why then ſhould not our amorous ſtarre incloſe 
Her ſelfe in her wiſh'd bed? Releaſe your ſtrings 
Mu{icians,and dancers take ſome truce 
With theſe your pleaſing labours, for great uſe 
As much wearineſſe as perfection brings; 
You,andnot only you,but all toyl'd beaſts 
Reſt duly;at night all their toyles are diſpenſed, 
But in their beds commenced 
Are other labours,and more dainty feaſts; 
She goes amaid,who,leaſt ſhe turne the ſame, 
To night puts on perfettion, and a womans name. 


Thy virgins girdle now untie, 
And in thy nuptiall bed [loves alter | Iye 
A pleaſing ſacrifice; now diſpoſleſie 
Thee of theſe chaines and robes which were put on 
Tadornethe day,not thee; for thou, alone, 
Likevertue'andtruth,art _ innakegneſle; This 
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This bed is onely to virginitie 
A grave,but,to a better ſtate, a cradle; 
Till now thou waſt but able 
To be what now thou art; then that by thee 
No more be ſaid,7 mey bee,but,7 am, 
To night put on perfettion, and 4 womans name. 


Even like a faithfull man content, 
That this life fora better ſhouldbe ſpent; 

So,ſhee a mothers rich ſtile doth preferre, 
Andat the Bridegroomes wiſh'd approach doth lye, 
Like anappointed lambe, when tenderly 

The prieſt comes on his knees t'embowell her, 

' Now{ſleepor watch with more joy; and Q light 
Ofheaven, to morrow riſe thou hot,and early; 
This Sun will love ſo dearely 
Her reſt,that long,long we ſhall want her fight, 
Wonders are wrought, for ſhee which had no maime, 
Tonight puts on perfection,and a womans name. 
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Tothe 'Counteſſe of Bedford. 


MADAME, 


| Have learn'd by thoſe lawes whertin 1 am a little conver 
(ant, that heewhich beſtowes any coſt upon the dead, 0b- 
lizes him which i deaa, but not the heire, I do not there. 


fore ſend this x; to to your Ladyſhip, that you ſhould thanke 


mee for it, or thinke that Ithanke you init; your favonrs 
andbenefits ts mee are ſo much above my merits, that they 

are even above my gratitnate, if that wereto be judged by 
words which muſt expreſſeit: But, Madame, ſince your 
noble brothers fortune being yours, the evidences al(s con« \ 
cerning it are yours, ſo his vertwe being yours, the evidences 
concerning it belong alſo to you of which by your acceptance 

this may be one peece, in which quality I humbly preſent it, 

and as 4 teſtimony how intirely your familie od ah 


Your Ladiſhips moſt humble 
and thankfull ſervant 


JouN DONNE, 


—_— 


— 
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Obſequies to the Lord Harringtons brother, 
To the Counteſſe of Bedfors, 


F Aire ſoule, which waſt, not onely,as all ſonles bee, 

[hen when thou waft infuſed, harmony, 

But did'ſt continue ſo;and now doſt beare 

A part in Gods great organ,this whole ;Spheate: 

It looking up to God;or downe to us, 

Thou finde that any way is pervious, 

Twixt heav'na and earth,and that mans ations doc 

Come to your knowledge,and atfetions too, 

Sec,and with joy,mee to that good degree 

Otgoodneſſe growne,that, I can ſtudie thee, 

And, by theſe meditations refin'd, 

Canunapparellandenlarge my minde, 

And ſo can make by this ſofr/extaſie, 

This placca mapot heav'n,my ſelte of thee, 

Thou ſeeſt mee here at midnight,now all reſt; 

Times dead-low water; when all mindes deveſt 

To morrows bulineſſe, when the labourers have 

Such reſt in bed,that rheir laſt Church-yard graye, 

Subje& to change,will ſcarce be'a type of this, 

Now when theclyent, whoſelaſt hearing is 

To morrow,fleeps, when the condemned man, 

(Who when hee opes hiseyes,muſt ſhut them than 

Againe by death,)although ſad watch hee keepe, 

Doth practice dying by alittle fleepe, ; 
866 Thou 
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Thou at this midnight ſeeſt mee, and as ſoone 
As that Sunne riſes to mee, midnight's noone, 
All the world growes trarfparent,and I ſee 
Through all, both Church and State,in ſeeing thee? 
And Idiſcerne by favour ofthis light, 
My ſelfe, the hardeſt obje& of the ſight. 
God is the glaſſe;as thou when thon doſt ſee 
Him who ſees all, ſeeſt all concerning thee, 
So,yet unglorified, I comprehend 
All, in theſe mirrorsof thy wayes, and end; 
Though God be our true glafſ,through which we ſee 
All,fince the beeing of all things is hee, 
Yet are the trunkes which doe to us derive 
Things,in proportion fit by perſpective, 
Deeds of good men, tor by their living here, 
Vertues, indeed remote, ſeeme to be nere; 
But where can I afhicme, or where arreſt 
My thoughts on his deeds? which ſhall I call beſt? 
For fluid vertue cannot be look'd on, 
Nor can endure a contemplation; 
As bodies change,and as 1 do nor weare 
Thofe Spirits, humors,blood I did lalt yeare, 
And,as if on a ſireame I fixe mine eye, 
That drop,which I looked on, is preſently 
Puſht with more waters from my ſight,and gone, 
So in this ſea of vertues, can no one 
Bec'infiſted on, vertues,as rivers, pafle, 
Yet ſtill remaines that vertuous man there was; 
And as if manfeeds on mans fleſh, and ſo 
Partof his body to another owe, 

| T: 
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Yet at the laſt ewo perie& bodies rile, 

Becauſe God knowes whereevery Atome lyes, 
So, if oe knowledge were made of all thoſe, 
Who knew his minutes well, hee might diſpoſe 
His vertues into names, and ranks; but [ 

Should injure Nature, Vertue, and Deſtinie, 
Shovld I divide and diſcontinue ſo, 

Vertue,which did 1n one intirenefle grow. 

For as, hee that would ſay, ſpirits are fram'd 
Ofall the pureſt parcs that can be nam'd, 

Honours ot ſpirits halte ſo much,ashee 

Which ſayes,they have no parts,but ſimple bee; 
So is'c of vertue; for a point and one 

Are much entirer thena million, 

And had Fate meant to have his vertues told, 

It would havelet himlive to have beene old, 

So then,that vertue in ſeaſon, and then this, 

We might have (cene,and ſaid,that now he is 
Wity,now wiſe,now temperate, now juſt: 

In good ſhort lives, verrues are faine to thruft, 
And to be ſure betimes to get a place, 

When they would exerciſe, lacke time, and ſpace. 
So was it in this perſon,fore'd to bee 

For lack of time, his owne epitome. 

S0 to exhibit in few yeares as much, 

As all the long breath'd Chronicles can touch, 
As whenan Angell down from heav'n doth fiye, 
Our quick thought cannot keepe him company, _ 
Wee cannot thinke, now hee is at the Sunne, (vn, 


Now through the Moon,now he through th'aire _ 
| | cl 
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Yet when he's come, we know he did repaire (Aire. 
To all twixt Heav'n and Earth, Sunne, Moon, and 
Andas this Angell in an inſtant, knowes, 

And yet wee know, this ſodaine knowledge growes 
By quick amaſſing ſeverall formes of things, 

Which he ſucceſſively to order brings; (g0e 
When they, whoſe ſlow-pac'd lame thoughts cannor 
So faſt as hee, thinke that he doth not. ſo, - 

Juſt as a perfeQ reader doth not dwell, 

On every ſyllable, nor ſtay to ſpell, 

Yet without doubt,bee doth diſtinQly fee 

Andlay together every A, and B, 

So, in ſhort liv'd good men,is'not underſtood 

Each ſeverall vertue, but the compound goed. 
For,they all vertues paths in that pace tread, 

As Angells goc,and know,andas men read. 

O why ſhould then theſe men, theſe lumps of Balme 
Sent hither,the worlds tempeſt to becalme, 

Before by deeds they are diffus'd and fpred, 

And ſo make us alive,themſelves be dead? 

O Soule, O circle, why ſo quickly bee 

Thy ends,thy birth and death clos'd up in-thee? 

Since one foot of thy compaſle ſtill was plac'd 

In heav'n,the other might ſecurelyhave pac'd 

Inthe moſt large extent,through every path, (hath. 
Which the whole world , or man, the abridgment 
Thou knowſt, that though the tropique circles have 
(Yea and thoſe ſmall ones which the Poles engrave,) 
All the ſame roundneſſe,evenneſle, and all 


The endleſneſſe of the equinoRiall; - 
ct 
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Yer, when we come to meaſurediſtances, 
How here,how there,the Sunne affected is, 
When he doth faintly worke,and when preyaile, 
Onely great circles, then, can be our ſcale: 
So, though thy circle to thy ſelte expreſle 
All,tending to thy endleſle happineſle, 
And wee, by our good uſe of jt may trye, 
Both how to live well young,and how to die, 
Yer,ſfince we muſt be old, and age endures 
His Torrid Zone at Court, and calentures 
. Of hot ambitions, irrelegions ice, 
c Zeales agues ;and hydroptiqueavarice, 
Intirmities which need the ſcale of truth, 
As well.as luſt and ignorance of youth; 
Why did'ft thou nor for theſe give medicines too, 
Andby thy doing tellus what to doe? 
Though as ſmall pocke>-clocks,whoſe every wheele 
Dotheach miſmotion and diſtemper feele, 
Whoſe haxds get ſhaking palfics, and whole ſtring 
(His {inewes){lackens,and whoſe Soule,the ſpring, 
Expires,or languifhes,whoſe pulle,the flye, 
Either beates not,or beates unevenly, 
Whoſe voice, the Be#,doth rattle,or grow dumbe, 
Or 1dle,'as men,which to their laſt houres come, 
It theſe clockesbe not wound,or be wound (till, 
Or be not ſet,or ſet at every will; 
So, youth is eaſieſt to deſtruction, 
If then wee follow all, or follow none; 
Yet,as in great clocks, which in ſteeples chime, 
Plac'd to informe whole towns, to'imploy their _ 
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An error doth more harme, being general, 
When,ſmall clocks faults,only'on the wearer fall. 
So worke the faults of age, on whichthe eye 
Ofchildren, ſervants ,or the State relic. 

VWhy would} not thon then, which hadſ ſuch a ſoule, 
A clock fo true, as might the Sunne controule, 

And daily hadſi from him, who gave it thee, 
InfruRtions, ſuch as it could never be 

Diſordered, (tay here, as a generall 

And great Sun-dyall, to have fetus All : 

O why would(t thou be any inſtrument 

To this unnaturall courſe, or why conſent 

Tothis, not miracle, but Prodigie, 

That when the cbbs, longer then flowings be, 

Vertne, whoſe flood did with thy youth begin, 
Should ſo much faſter ebb our, then flow'in >? 

Thovgh her flood was blowae ia,by thy firſt breath, 
Allys at once ſunke inthe whirle. poole death. 
Which word I would not naine, bur that I ſee 
Death;elſe a deſerr,growne a Court by thee. 

Now I grow ſure, that if a man would have 

Good companie, his cntry is a grave. 

Mee thinkesall Cities, now,but Anthilis bee, 
\Vhere,when the ſeyerall labourersT ſee, 
Forchildren, houſe, Provifion, taking paine, | 
They*areall but Ants,carrying eggs, {traw, and grain; 
And Church-yards are our cities,unto which 

The moſt repaire, that are in g *odneſle rich, 

There is the beſt concourſe, and confluence, 

There are the holy ſuburbs, and from thence 
| Begins 
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Begins Gods City, New Jeruſalem, 

Which doth extcnd hor urmoſ: oates to them; 

At that gate then Trinmphant fqule,doſt thou, 

Begin thy Triumph, But fince lawes allow 

That atthe Triu vph day, the people may, 

All that they will,/gaink che Triumpher ſay, 

Let me hereuſe that freedome, and expreſſe 

My eriefe, though not to make thy Triamph leflc, 

By Jaw, to[Frinmphsnore admitted] bee, 

111l they as Magilirates get victoric, 

Though rhento thy force, al! yourhes toes did yicld, 

Yettill fit timela: dbrought thee to thar field, 

To which thy ranxe 1n this ſtate deſin'd thee, 

That there thy counſailes might ger victoric, 

And fo inthat capacitic remove, 

All jealoufies, 'twixt Princeand (whjeAs love, 

Thou con!d'itno title, to this triumph have, 

Thou didit intrude on death, uſurp'it a grave, 

That (though victoriouſly) they had foughe as ye: 

But with thine owne affections; with the heate 

Of youths deſires, and colds of |1ignorance; 

Bur till thou ſhould'1l ſucce Nefully advance 

Thine armes gain? forraine eneinies,which are 

Both Envy, and acclamation popular, 

(For,both thele engines equally de feate, 

Thoughby a diycrs Mine, thoſe whicharegreat,, 

Tillthenthy War was but a clviil War, 

For which to Triumph, none admitted are; 

No more are they, who.though with good ſucceſle, 
aa defenfive war, their power exprelle, 
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Before men triumph, the dominion 

Muſt be exlarg d,and not preſerv'd alone, 

Why ſhould'ii thou then, whoſe battailes were to win 

Thy ſelfe, fromthoſe ſiraits natureput thec in, 

And to deliver up to God that ſtate, 

| Ofwhichhe gave thee che vicariate. 

(Which is thy ſoule and body) as intire 

Ashe, who takes endeavours, doth require, 

Butdid(t not ſtay, t enlarge his kingdome too, 

By making others; what thou did{},to doe; 

| Why ſhouldſt thou Triumphnow, when Heav'n no 

Hath gor, by getting thee,then had before > (more 

For, Heav'n and thou,even when thou livedſt here, 

Of one another in poſſeſſton were, 

But this from Triumph moſt diſables thee, 

That, that place which is conquered, muſt bee 

Let ſafe from preſent warre, and likely doubt 

Ofimminent commorions to breake out. 

And hath he left us (ſo ? or can it bee 

His territory was no more then Hee > 

No,we wereall his charge, the Diocis 

Ofev'ry exemplar man,the whole worldis, 

And he was joyned in commiſſion 

\Vith Tutelar Angels, ſent to every One. 

- But ghough this freedome to updratd, and chide 
Him who Triumph'd, were lawfall, it was ty'd 

With chis, that it might never reference have 

Unto the Senate, who this triumph gave , 

Men might at Pompey jeaſt, but they inight nor 


At that authoritic, by which he got 
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Leave to Triumph, before,by age, he might, 
S0,though triumphant ſoule, I dare to write, 
Mov'd with a reverentiallatiger, thus, 

That thou ſo carely wouldit abandonus; 

Yet Iam ftarre from daring to diſpute 
Vuhthat grcat ſoveraigntie, whoſe abſolute 
Prerogative hath thus diſpenſ'd with thee, 
'Gainſt natures lawes, whichJjuſt impugners bee 
Otcatly triumphs; And I (though with painc) 
Leſlen our lofle, ro magnifie thy gaine 

Of triumph, when I ſay, It was more fir, 

'- Thatall men ſhould lacke thee, then rhou lack it, 
Thovghthen in our time, be not ſuffered 

That teſtimonie of love, unto the dead, 

To die with them, and in their graves be hid, 
As Saxon wives, and French ſoldariidid; 

And though in no degree I can expreſle, 


Griete in great Alexanders great exceſle, 
Who at his friends death, made whole townes develi 


Their walls and bullwarks which became them belt: 

Doe nor, faire ſoule, this ſacrifice retule, 

That in thy grave I doe interre my Mule, 

Who,by my griefe,orecat asthy worth,being caſt 
Behind hand, yet hath ſpoke,and fpoke herlaſt. 
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'A® the ſweet ſweat ofRoſes ina Still, 

As that which fro chaf'd muskats pores doth trill, 
Asthe Almighty Balme of th'early Eat, 
Such are the ſweat drops of my Miſtris breaſt, 
And on hernecke her skin ſuch luſtre ſets, 
They ſeeme no ſweat drops,bur pearle coronets, 
Ranke ſweaty froth thy Miſtreſle's brow defiles, 
Lixe ſpermatique iſſue of ripe menſtruous boiles, 
Oclike the kumme, which, by needs lawleſle law 
Enforc'd, Sanſerra's ſtarved men did draw 
From pardoild ſhooes,and bootes, and all the reſt 
Which were with any ſoveraigne fatnes bleſt; 
And like vile ſtones lying in ſaffrogd rinne, 
Or warts, or wheales, it hangs upon her skinne, 
Round as the world's her head, on every ſide, 
Like tothe fatall Ball which fell on Ide, 
Or that whereof God had ſach jealouſic, 
As,for the raviſhingthereof wedie. 
Thy head is like a rough-hewne ſtatue of jeat, 
\Vhere marks-for eyes,noſe,mouth, are yet ſcarce ſet; 
Like the firſt Chaos, or flat ſeeming face 
Ot Cynthia, when th'carths ſhadowes her embrace. 
Like Proſerpines white beauty-keeping cheſt, 
Or Joues belt fortunes urne, is her faire breſt. | 
Thine's like worme caten trunkes,cloth'd in ſealsskin, 
Orgrave, that's duſt without,and ſtinke within. 
And like that ſlender aike, at whoſe end ſtands 
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The wood-bine quivering, are her armes and hands, 
Like rough bark'd elmboughes, or the ruflet skin 
Of men late ſcurg'd for madnes, or for ſfinne, 

Like Sun-parch'd quarters on the citie gate, 

Such is thy tann'd skinslamentable ſtate. 

And like a bunch of ragged carrets ſtand 

The ſhort ſwolne fingers ofher gouty hand; 

Then like the Chymicks maſculine equall fire, 
Which in the Lymbecks warme wombe doth infpirc 
Into th'earths worthleſle part a ſoule of gold, 

Such cheriſhing heat her beſt lov'd part doth hold. 
Thine's like the dread mouth of a fired gunne, 
Orlike hot liquid metalls newly runne 

Into clay moulds, or like to'that Atna 

Where round about thegraſſe is burnt away. 

Are not your kiſſes then as filthy,and more, 

Asa worme ſucking an invenom'd ſore 2 

Doth not thy fearetull hand in feeling quake, 

As one which gath'ring flowers, ſtill feares a ſnake ? 
Tsnot your laſt at harſh,and violent, 

As where a Plough a ſtony ground doth rent > 

So kiſſe good Turtles, ſo devoutly nice 

Are Prieſts in handling reverent ſacrifice, 

And nice in ſearching wounds the Surgeon is 

As wee, when wee embrace,or touch, or kiſle, 
Leave her, and I will leavecomparing thus, 

She, and compariſons are odious, 
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VN Spring,nor Summer Beauty hath ſuch grace, 
| As l have ſeen in one Autumnall face, 
Yong Beauties force our love, and that's a Fape, 
This doth but connſaile, yet you cannot ſcape. 
Iftwere a ſhame to love, here t'were no ſhame, 
A fecrons here take Reverences name. 
{\\'creher firlt yeares the Golden © Hoe; That's true, 
But now they arc go/d4 oft tried, and ever new, 
That was her torrid and inflaming time, 
| This is her tolerable Troprque clyme. (hence, 
Faire eyes, who askes more heate, then comes from 
:1cina fever wiſhes peltilence, 
Call not theſe wrinkles, graves; If 2raves they were, 
They were Loves graves; tor el{ehe is no wherc. 
Yetlies not love dead here, bur here dorh (ir 
Vow'd to this trench, like an CAxachortt. 
ind here, till hers, which muſt be his death, come, 
He doth not diggea Grave, but build a Tombe. 
[cre dwells he, though he ſojourne ev'ry where; 
In Progreſſe, yethis ſtanding houſe is here, 
ere, where ſtill Evening is; not nooxe, nor night, 
VV here no vo/uptwouſneſſe,, yet all delight. 
Nall her words, unto all hearers ft, 
it You may at Revels, you at counſaile, ſit. 


his 15 loves timber, youth his under.wood; 
There 
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There he, as wine in /#»e, cnrages blood, 
Which then comes {caſonablieſt, whenour raſt 
And appetite to other things,is paſt; 
Xerxes ſtrange Lyaias love, the Platane tree, 
Was lov'd for age, nonebeing ſo large as ſhee, 
Orelſe becauſe,being yong,nature did bleſſe 
Her youth with ages glory, Barremneſſe. 
It we love things long ſought, CZegeisa thing 
Which weare fifty yeares in compaſſing. 
If tranſitory things, which ſoone decay, 
Age mult be lovelyeſtat the lateſt day. 
But name not Y/enter-fares, whole skin's flacke; 
Lanke,as an unthrifts putſe; buta ſoules ſacke; 
Vhoſe Eyes ſeeke light within, for all here's ſhade; 
Vhole monthes are holes, rather worne out,then 
Whoſe every tooth 'to a ſeverall place is gone, (mace 
To vexe their foules at Reſawrredtion; 
Name not theſe living Deaths-heads unto mee, 
For thele, not Ancient, but Antique be ; 
I hate extreames; yet I had rather ſtay | 
With Tombs,then Cradles,to weare out a day. 
Since ſuch loves motion natural is,may ſtill 
My lovedeſcend, and journey downe the hill, 
Not panting after growing beauties, ſo, 
[ ſhall ebbe out with them, who home-ward goe. 
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[age ot her whom TI love, more then ſie, 
Whoſe faire impreſſion in my faithfull hear, 
Makes mee her Meda#,and makes her love mee, 
As Kings do coynes, to which their ſtamps impart 
{ The valuc: goe, and take my heart fromhence, 
\Vhich now is growne tg0 great and good for me: 
Hours opprefle weake ſpirits, and our ſenſe, 
Strong objects dull, the more, the lefſe wee: ſee. 
\\:cnyou are gone,and Reaſon gone with you, 
Then Fajtaſre isQueene and Soulc,and all; 
She can preſent joyes meaner then you do, 
Convenient,and more proportionall. 
$0, it I dreame I have you, I have you, 
For, all our joycsare but fantaſticall. 
And ſo I ſcape the paine, for paine 1s true, 
And fleepe which locks up ſenſe, doth lock out all. 
Aiter a ſuch fruitionT (ball wake, 
nd, but the waking, nothing ſhall repent; 
And (hail co love more thank full Sonners make, 
Then if more honour geares,and paines were ſpent. 
But deareſt heart,and dearer image (tay; 
Alas, true joyes at be(t are dreame cnough; 
Thuugh you ſtay here you paſſe too faſt away: 
- Forevenat firſt lifes Taper 1s a ſnuffe. 
Fill'd with her love, may I be rather grown 
Mad with much heart, then zdcort with none. 
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Elegieon Prince Henry, 


Ooke to mee faith, and/looke to my faith, God. 
For both my centers feele this period. 
Ot waighr one center,one of greatnellc 1s; 
And Reaſon is that center, Faith 1s this; 
For into'our reaſon flow, and there do end 
All,that this naturall world doth comprehend: 
Quortdian things,and equidiſtant hence, 
Shur in, tor man, inonecircumferchice. 
But for th'enormous greatneſſes, which are 
So diſptoportion'd,and ſoapgulare, 
As is Gods cflence;place and providence, 
Where, how,when,what ſoules do, departed hence, 
Theſe things(cccentrique el{e)on faith do ſtrike; 
Yet neither all, nor upon all, alike. 
For reaſon, put to'her beſt exrenſjon, 
Almoſt meetes fairh,and makes both centers one, 
Andnoothing ever came ſonere tothis, 
As contemplation of that Prince, wee mile. 
For all that faith might credit mankinde could, 
Reaſon ſtill ſeconded, that this prince would. 
It then leaſt moving of the'center,make 
More.then if whole hell belch'd, the world to ſhake. 
What muſt this do, centers diſtracted ſo, 
That wee fee not what to beleeve or know? 
VW as 1t not well beleev'drilllnow, that hee, 
Whoſe reputation was an extaſic, 
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Onneighbour States,which knew not why to wake. 
Till hee diſcover'd what wayes he would rake. © 
Cor whom,what Princes angled, when they tryed ; 

| \eta Torpedoand were ftupified, "Ix 
Andothers {ludies, how he would be bent. 
\\'as his great fathers greateſt inſtrument, 
And activ'(t ſpirit, to convey and tie 
his ſoule of peace, through Chriſtianity, 

| \\'as it not well belcev'd, that hee would make 
This generall peace, th'Eternall overtake, 
And that his times might have ſtrerch'dout fo farre, 
As to touch thoſe,of which they emblems are? 
For to confirme this juſt beleefe,that now 
Thelaſlt dayes came,wee ſaw heav'n did allow, 
That,but from his aſpect and exerciſe, 

npeacefull times, Rumors of war did rife, 

Put now this faith is hereſie:we muſt 
Still tay,and vexe our great grand mother, Duſt, 
Oh, is God prodtgall? hath he ſpent his ſtore 
Ofplagues,on us,and onely now, when more 
\Vould eaſe us much,doth ne grudge mitery; 
And will not let's enjoy our curſe; to dy. 
As,tor the earth rhrowne loweſt downe of all, 
T'were an ambition to deſire ro fall, 
Sn) God,in our defire to dye, doth know 
Our plot for eaſe,in being wretched fo. 
Therefore we live;though ſuch a life wee have, 
As but ſo many mandrakes on his grave. 
\\ hat had his growth,and generation done, 
\\hen, what we arc, his putrefaction 
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Suſtainesinus; Earth, which griefes animate; 
Nor hath'our world now,! other Soule rhen thar. 
And could griete get ſo high as heav'n,that Quire, 
Forgetting this their new joy,would defire 
(Witheriefe to ſee him) hee had ſtaid below, 

To re&itie ourerrours, They foreknow. 

Is th'other center, Reaſon, faſter then? 

Where ſhould we looke for thar,now we'are not men? 
For if our Reaſon be'our connexion 

Ofcauſes, now to us there can be none. 

For,as if all the ſubſtances were ſpent, 

*Twere madneſſe,toenquire 'of accident, 

So is't to looke for reaſon, hee being gone, 

The onely ſubje& reaſon wrought upon. 

If Fate have ſuch a chaine; whole divers links 
Induſtrious mandiſcerneth, as hee thinks, 

When miracle doth come, and ſo ſtcale in 

A new linke,man knowes not,where to begin: 

At amuch deader fault muſt reaſon bee, 

Death having broke off ſuch a linkeas hee, 

But now, for us, with buſie/proofe to come, 
Thatwe'havenoreaſon, would prove wee had fore. 
So would juſt lamentarions: [Therefore wee 

May ſafelyer ſay, that we are dead, then hee. 

So, if our griefs wee do not well declare, 

We'have double excuſe; he'ts nor dead; and we arc. 
Yet Iwouldnor dy yet; for though I bee 

Too narrow, to thinke him,as hee is hee, 

(Our Sonles beſt baiting,and midd-period, 

Inher long journey,of conſidering God) 
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Yer, (nO diſhonour) I canreach him thus, 
Asheembrac'd the fires of love, with us. 
Oh may I,(fince I live)but ſee or heare, 

That ſhe-Intelligence which mov'd this ſpheare, 
| pardon Fate,my life:who ere thou bee, 
Which haſt thenoble conſcience, thou art ſhee, 
I conjure thee by all the charmes he ſpoke, 
By th'oathes, which onely you twonever broke, 
By all the ſoules yee {igh'd,that if you ſee 
Theſe lines, you with,I knew your hiſtory, 
So much, as you, two mutuall heav'ns were here, 
i werean Angell,ſinging what you were, 
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BY Euphrates flowry {ide 
We did bide, 


From deare Juda farre adſented, 
Tearing the aire with our cryes, 
And our eyes, 
\W:ith their ſtreames his ſtreame augmented, 
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When,poore Syons dolefull ſtate, 
Defolate; 

Sacked, burned, and inthrall'd, 

And the Temple ſpoil'd which wee 
Ne'r thould fce, 


To our mirthleſſe mindes wee call'd: 


II 1. 


Our mute harpes,untun'd,unſtrung, 
Up wee hupg 


On greene willowes neere beſide us, 


Where, we [itting all torlorne, 
Thus,in fcorne, 
Our proud ſpoylers 'ganderideus. 


L Vi. 


Come, fad Caprives, leave your moancs, 


And your groancs 
Under Syons ruines bury; 
Tune your harps,and (ing us layes 
' In the praiſe 
Of your God and let's be merry; 


Ji 
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Can, ah,can we leave our moanes> 
And our groanes 
Jnder Syons ruinesbury? 
C:nwein this Land (ing Layes 
In the praiſe 
0: our God,andhere de merry 


VI, 


No: deare Syon,itI yer 
Do forger 
Thine affliction miſerable, 
Lct my nimble joynts become 
Stifte and numme, 
To touck warbling harpe unable. 


VII, 


Let my tongue loſe ſinging sk11l, 
Let ir ill 
To my parched roofe beglewed, 
!f incither harpe or voice 
I rejoyce, 
Ti!!! thy joyes ſhall be renewed 
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Lord,curſe Edom's traiterous kinde, 


Beare in minde 
In our ruines how they revell'd, 
Sack,kill,burne,they cry'd out fill, 
Sack, burne, kill, 
Downe with all, let all be levell'd. 


IX. 


And,thou Babel,when the tide 
Of thy pride 
Now a flowing, growes to turning; 
Victor now, ſhall then be thrall, 
And ſhall fall 
Toas low an ebbe of mourning, 


| & 


Happy he who ſhall thee waſte, 
As thou baſt 
Usgvithont all mercy, walted, 
And ſhall make thee taſte and (ce 
VWhatr poore wee 
By thy meanes have ſecnc and taſted, 
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Happy, who, thy tender barnes 


From the armcs 

Of their wailing mothers tearing, 

'Gainſ the walls ſhall daſh their bones, 
Rurhleſle tones 

With their braines and blood beſmearing. 


Reſurrettion, imperfect, 


C.cep ſleep old Sun, thou canſt not have repaſt 
As yet, the wound thou took | on frigay laſt; 


| Sleepe then, and reſt; The world may beare thy ſtay, 


A better Sun roſe before thee to day, 

Who, not content to'en{ighten all that dwell 
On theearths face,as thou,cnlightned hell, 

And made the darke fires languiſh in that vale, 
As, at thy preſence here, our fires grow pale, 
Whoſe body having walk'd on earth, and now 
Haſting to Heaven, would, that he might allow 
Himſelfeuntoall ſtations, and fill all, 

For theſe three daies become a mineral!!, 

Hee wasall go1d when he lay downe, but roſe 
All tinQture, and doth not alone diſpoſe 

Leaden and iron wills to good, bur is 

Ot power to make even fiatull fleſh like his, 

Had one of thoſe, whoſe credulous pietie 
Thought, that a Soule once might diſcerne and ſee” 
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Goc from a body,/at this ſepulcher been, 

And, iſſuing from the ſheet, this hody ſeen, 

He would have juſtly thought this body a ſoule, 
It,not of any man, yet ofthe-whole, 


Deſunt cetera. 
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An hymn to the Saints, and to Marqueſſe Hamylton, 


VV Hither that ſoule which now comes up to you 

Y Fillany former rahke or make a new, 
Whither ic takeaname nam'd there before, 
Or be a name it ſelfe, and order more 
Then was in-heavea till now; (for may not hee 
Bee 10 > if every ſeverall Angellbee 

| A kindalone ;) What ever order grow 
Greater by him in heaven, wec doc not {0; 
One of your orders growes by his accelic; 
Burt, by his lofle grow all onr orgers leſle; 
Thename of Father, Maſter, Friend, the name * 
Of Subjef? and of Prixce, in one are lame; 
Faire mirth js dampr, and converſation black, 
The houſehold widdow'd;and the garter (lack ; 
The Chappell warts an care, Councella tongue ; 
Story, atheame; and Me#ſicke lacks a ſong; 
Blelt order that hath him, the loſſe of him 
Gangred all 0zers here; all loſt a limbe. 

; Never made body ſuch haſt to conteſſe 


Whaza foule was; Alxformer.comelineſle - _ | 
| ww 
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Fled, ina minute, when the ſoule was gone, 
And,having loſt that beauty, would have none, 
So fell our Monaſteries, in one inſtant growne 
Not to leſle houſes, but, to heapes of ſtone ; 

So {ent this body that faire forme it wore, 
Unto the ſpheare of formes, and doth (before 
His ſoule (hall fill- up his ſepulchrall ſtone,) 
Anticipate a ReſurreCtion; 

For,as in his fame, now, his ſoule is here, 

So, in the forme thereof his bodie's there; 

And if,faire ſoule, not with firſt Innecents 

Thy ſtation be,bur with the Perrtents, 
(And,who ſhall dare to aske then when I am 
Dy'd ſcarlet in the blood of that pure Lambe, 
Whether that colour,which is ſcarlet then, 
Were black or white before in eyes ofmen ? ) 
When thou rememb'reſt what ſins thou didft finde 
Amongſ{tthoſe many friendsnow left behinde, 
And ſeeſt ſuch. ſinners as they are, with thee 

Got thither by repentance, Let it bee 

Thy wiſk to wiſh all there, to wiſh them cleane; 
Wiſh him a David, her a Magdalen, 
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Tr ST Roti Gare 
SIR, 

wide larmi you rather try what you c4n ave in megthen what 

I can doe inverſe, you know my uttermoſk when it was 
beſt, and eventixen-Idid vejt when I had leaſt truth for my 
ſubjeits, In thi preſent caſe there is ſo much truth as it de 
feats all Poetry, Call therefoxe this paper by what name you 
will, and if it bee not worthy of you nor of bims,we will ſm. 
ther it, and be it your ſacrifice. If you had commanded mee 
to have waited on bs body 10 Scotland and preached there, j 
/would have embraced your obligation with much alacrity, 
But, I thanke you that you wavld command me that which I 
was loather to doe, for, even that hath given a. tinfure if 
mnerit to the obedienge of 


Your poore friend and 


ſervant in Chriſt Jeſus 
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TO -  ————w———_th 


An Epitaph upon Shakeſpeare, 


/ 
R Enowned Chaucer lic a thought more nigh 
V 70 rare Beaumond,; and learned Beaumond lie 
Alittle neater Spencer, to make roome 

For Shakeſpeare in your threefold fourefold tombe. 
Tolie all foure in one bed make a fhift, 

For,untill doomeſday hardly will a fift 

Betwixt this day and that be ſlaine, 

For whom your curtaines need bedrawne agalne; 
But, if precedency of death doth barre 

A fourth place in your ſacred ſepulchre, 

Under this curled marble of thine owne 

Sleepe rare Tragedian Shakeſpeare, {leepe alone, 
That, unto Ys and others it may bee 

Honor, hereafter to be laid by thee, 


Sapho to Philens, 


VV Here is that holy fire, which Yerſe 1s ſaid 
' Tohave, is that inchanting force decai'd 2 
Ferſe that drawes Natures workes, from Natures lay, 
Thee, her beſt worke, ro her w2rke cannot draw, 
Have my teares quench'd my old Poetzque fire; 
Why quench'd'they not as well, that of deſire ? 
Thoughts, my mindes creatures, often are with thee, 
But I; their maker, want their libertie. 
Onely thine image, in my heart, doth ſir, 
But that is waxe,and fires environ it, 
My fires have driven, thine bave drawne it hence; 
And Iam rob'd of Pifthre,Heart, and Senſe. 
Dwells with me ſtill mine irkſome Memory, 
W hich,both to keepe,and loſe , grieves equally, 
That teils me'how fairethou art : 'Thouart fo faire, 
 As,g0ds,when gods to thee I doe compare, 
Are grac'd thereby; Andto make blinde men ſee, 
What things gods are, I ſay they'are like to thee, 
For, ifwe juſtly call cach filly waz 
A litleworld, Whar (hall we call thee than ? 
Thou art not ſoft, and cleare, and ſtrait, and faire, 
As Down, as Stars, Cedars, and Lillies are, 
But thy right hand, and cheek,and eye, only 
Arelike thy other hand, and cheek,andeye, 
Such was my Phao awhile, but ſhall be never, 
As thou, waft,art,and, oh, maiſt be ever. 
Here lovers ſwearc in their 1dv/atrie, 
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7 That I am ſuch, but Gryefe diſcolors me. 
And yet I grieve the leſle, leaſt Griefe remove 
My beauty, and make me'unworthy ofthy love, 
Plaies ſome ſoft boy with thee, oh there wants yet 
A mutuall feeling which ſhould ſweeten ir. 
Hischinne,a thorny hairy unevenneſſe 
Doth threaten, and ſomedaily change poſleſſe, 
Thy body.is a naturall Paradiſe, 
In whole ſelfe, unmanur'd, all pleaſure lies, 
Nor needs perfeft:0n, why (ſhould(t chou than 
Admit the tillage ofa harſh rough man > 
Men leave behinde them that which their fin ſhowes, 
And are,as theeves trac'd, which rob when it ſnows. 
Butof our dallyance no more (1gnes thereare, 
Then fiſhes leave in ſtreames, or Birds inaire., 
And betweene us all ſweetneſſe may be had, 
All, all that Natareyiclds, or Ars canadde. 
My two lips, eyes, thighs, differ from thy two, 
But ſo, as thine from one another doe; 
And,oh,no more; the likenefſe being ſuch, 
hy ſhould they not alike inall parts touch ? 
Hand to (irange hand, lippe to lippe none denies; 
Why (ould they breſt to breſt,or thighs to thighs? 
Liceneſſe begets ſuch ſtrange ſelfe flatterie, 
Thar rouching my ſclfe,all ſeemes done to thee, 
My {elfe I embrace, and -mine owne hands I kiſle, 
And amorouſly thanke my ſelfe for this. ' 
Me,in my glaſſe,I call thee; Bur alas, __ (vlaſſe. 
VhenT would kiſſe, teares dimme mine eyes, and- 
Ocure this loving madneſle, and reſtore 'N 
e 
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Metro mee; ſhee, my halfe, my a#, my more, 
do may thy cheekes red queweare ſcarler dye, 
And their white, whireneſle of the Galaxy, 
SO may thy mighty amazing beauty move 
Emnvy'inall women,and in all men. love, 
And ſo be change,and ſickneſſe,tarre from thee, 
As thou by comming neecre, keep'it them from me; 


The Annuntiation and Paſſion. 


T-ch fraile body*abſtaine to day, to day | 
My ſoule eates twice, Chriſt hicher and away. 
She ſees him man, ſo like God made in this, 
That of chem both acircleembleme ts, 

Whoſe firſt and laſt concurre; this doubtfull day 
Of feaſt or faſt, Chriſt came, and went away ; 
Shee ſees him nothing twice at once, who'is all; 
Shee ſees a Cedar plant it ſelfe, and fall, 

Her Maker put to making, and the head 

Of life, at once, not yet alive, yet dead ; 

She ſees at once the virgin mother tay 

Recluſd at home, Publique at Golgotha: 
Sadand rejoyc'd ſhee's ſeen at once, and ſeen 
Atalmoſt fiftie, andar ſcarce fifteene. 

At once a Sonne is promiſ'd her, ard gone, 
Gabriell gives Chriſt to her, He her to John; 
Not fully amother, Shee's in Orbitie, 

At once recciver and the legacie; 

Allthis, and all betweene, this day hath ſhowne, 


ThrAbridgement of Chrifts ſtory, which makes on 
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(As inplaine Maps, the furtheſt VVelt'is Eaſt) 
Ofthe Angels .AHve,'and Conſummatium eſt. 
How well the Church, Gods Courr of faculties 
Deales,in ſome times,and ſeldome joyning theſe, 
Asby the ſelfe-fix'd Pole wee neyer doe 

Dire our courſe,but the next ſtarre thereto, 
Which ſhowes where the'other is, and which we ſay 
(Becauſe it ſtrayes nor farre)doth never ſtray; 

So God by his Church,neereſt to him, wee know, 
And ſtand firme, it wee by her motion goe; 

His Spirit, as his fiery Pillar doth 

Leade,and his Church, as cloud; toone end both: 
This Church,by letting thoſe daies joyne,hath ſhown 
Deathand conception in mankinde is one, 

Or 'twas in him the ſame humility, 

That he would be a man,and leave to be: 

Or as creation he hath made, as God, 

With the laſt judgement, but one period, 
Hisimitating Spouſe would joyne 1n one | 
Manhoods extremes:He fhall come,he is gone: 

Oras though one blood drop,which thence did fall, 
Accepted, would have ſery'd,he yet (hed all; 

So thoughthe leaſt ofhis paines, deeds, or words, 
Would buſie a life,ſhe all this day affords; 

This treaſure then, ingroſſe, my Soule uplay, 

And in my life retaile it every day. 
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Goodfriday, 1613 . Riding Weſtward. 


Er mans Soule be a Spheare, and then,in this, 

The intelligence that movyes,devotion 1s, 
Andastheother Spheares, by being growne 
Subje& to forraigne morion, loſe their owne, 
And being by others hurried every day, 
Scarce ina yeare their naturall forme obey: 
Pleaſure or buſineſle, ſo, our Soules admir 
For their firſt mover,and are whirld by ir. 
Hence is'r,that Iamcarryed towards the Veſt 
This day,whe my Soules forme bends towardrheEal, 
There I ſhould ſee a Sunne,by riſing ſer, 
And by thar ſerting endlefle day beger; 
But that Chriſt on this Croſſe,did riſe andfall, 
Sinne had crernally benighted all. 
Yetdare Valmoſt be glad, I donor ſee 
Thar ſpeQacle of roo much pe for mee. 
Who ſees Gods face,thatis felfe life, muſt dye; 
Whar a dearh were it theh to ſee God dye? 
It madehis owne Licutenant Nature ſhrinke, 
It made his footſtoole crack, und the Sunne winke. 
Could behold thoſe hands which ſpan the Poles, 
And tune all ſpheeres at once peirc'd with thoſe holes: 
ConldI behold that endlefle height which is 
Zenith to us, and our Antipodes, 
Humbled belowus? or thar blood which is 
The feat of all our Souls, ifnot of his, 


Made 
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Made durt of du(},or that fleſh which was worne 

By God, for his apparell, rag'd,and torne? 

It on theſe things I durſt not looke, durſt I 

Upon his miſerable mothee caſt mine eye, 

Who was Gods partner hece,and furnith'd thus 
Halfeof that Sacrifice, which ranſom'd us?> 

Though theſe things, as I ride,be from mine eye, 
They'are preſent yet unto my memory, 

For that looks towards them, & thou look'ſt towards 
O Saviour,as thou hang'(t upon the tree; - (mee, 
I turne my backe to thee, but ro receive 

Corre&atons, till thy mercies bid thee leave. 

O thinke mee worth thine anger,puniſh mee, 

Burne off my ruſis,and my detormity, 

Reſtore thine Image,ſo much,by thy grace, 

That thou may'ſi know mee, and ['{] rurne my face, 
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| The FATHER. 


FE Ather of Heaven,and him, by whom 
It, and us for it,andall elſe,for us 
Thou madeſt, and govern'ſt ever, come 
And re-create mee, now growne ruinous: 
My heart isby dejetion, clay, 
And by ſelfe-murder,red. 
From this red earth, O Father,purge away 
All vicious tinRures, that new faſhioned 
I may riſeup from death, before Iam dead. 


IT. 
The SONNE. 


O Sonne of God, who ſceing two things, 
Sinne,and death crept in, which were never made, 
By bearing one, tryed'ſt with what ſtings 
The other could thine heritage invade; 
Obe thou nail'd unto my heart, 
And crucified againe, 
Partnot from ir,though it from thee would parr, 
Bur lerit be by applying ſo thy paine, 
Drown'd inthy blood,and inthy paſſion ſlaine, BG 
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The HOLY GHOST. 


O Holy Ghoſt, whoſe temple I 
Am,but of mudde walls, and condenſed duſt, 
And being ſacrilegiouſly 
Halfe waſted with youths fires,of pride and luſt, 
Muſt with new ſtormes be weatherbeart; 
Double in my heart thy flame, 
Whieh let devour ſad teares intend;and let 
(Though this glaſſe lanthorne, fleſh,do ſuffer maime) 
Fire, Sacrifice, Prieſt, Altar be the ſame. 


IV. 
The TRINITY. 


O Bleſſedglorious Trinity, 

Bones to Philoſophy,but milketo faith, 
| Which, as wiſe ſerpents diverſly 
Moſt ſlipperineſſe,yet moft entanglings hath, 

As you diſtinguiſh'd undiſtint 

By power, love, knowledge bee, 
Give mee a ſuch ſelfe different inſtin& 
Of theſe letall mee elemented bee, | 
Of power,to love,to know, you unnumbred three. 
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V. 
The Virein MARY. 


For that faire bleſſed Mother-maid, | 
Whoſe fleſh redeem'd us;/That ſhe-Cherubin, 
Which unlock'd Paradiſe, and made 
One claime for innocence,and difſeiz'd ſinne, 
Whoſe wombe was a ſtrange heav'n, for there 
God cloath'd himſelfe,and grew, 
Our zealous thankes wee ponre. As her deeds were 
Our helpes,foare her prayers; nor can ſhe ſue 
In vaine,who hath ſuch rirtlesunto you, 


VI. 
T he CAw2els, 


And fince this life our nonage is, 
And wee in Wardſhip to thine Angels be, 
Native in heavens faire Palaces 
Where we ſhall be but denizen'd by thee, 
As th'carthcenceiving by the Sunne, 
Yeelds faire diverſitie, 
Yet never knowes which courſe that light dorh run, 
Soler mee ftudy,that mine ations bee 
Worthy their fghr,thongh blinde in how they ſec. 


VII. 


The Patriarches. 


And let thy Patriarches Deſire 
(Thoſe great Grandfathers, ofthy Church, which ſaw 
Morein thecloud, then wee in fire, 
Whom Nature clear'd more,then us grace and law, 
And now in Heaven ſtill pray,that wee 
May uſe our new helpes right,) 
Be ſan&ified,and fruftifie in mee; > 
Let not my minde be blinder by more light 
Nor Faith by Reaſon added, loſe her ſight, 


r there 
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VIII. 
The Prophets. 


Thy Eagle-ſighted Prophets too, 
Which were thy Churches Organs,and did found 
That harmony, which made oftwo 
One law,anddid unite,but nor confound, 
Thoſe heavenly Poets which did fee 
Thy will,and it expreſle 
th run, MW {2 rythmiquefeer, incommon pray for mee, 
Thac Iby them excuſe not my exceſle 
-y ſee. Inſeeking ſecrets,or Poctiqueneſfle, 


VII; 


The Apoſtles, 


And thy illuſtrious Zodiacke 
Of twelve Apoſtles, which ingirt this All, 
From whom whoſoever do not take 
Their light,todarke deep pits,throw downe,and fall, 
As through their prayers, thou'haſt let mec know 
That their bookes are divine; 
May they pray ſtill, and be heard,that I goe 
Th'old broad way in applying; Odecline 
Mee,when my comment would make thy word mire, 


X. 
The cMariyrs. 


And fince thou fo defirouſly 
Did'ſt long to die, that long beforethou could'i, 
And long ſince thou no more couldſt dye, 
Thou in thy ſcatter'd myſtique body wouldi(t 
In Abeldye, andever ſince 
In thine, let their blood come 
To begge for us, a diſcreet patience 
Of death,or of worſe life: for Oh, to ſome 
Not to be Martyrs, is a martyrdome. 


The Confeſſors, 


Therefore with thee triumpheth there 
A Virgin Squadron of white Confeflors, 
Whoſe bloods betroth'd,not marryed were; 
and tall Tender'd, not takenby thoſe Raviſhers: 
EC know They know, and pray,that wee may know, 
Inevery Chriſtian | 
Hourly tempeſtuous perſecutions grow, 
Tentations matryr us alive; A man 
15:0 himſelfe a Diocleſfian. 


X 1th 
The Virgins, 


The cold whizeſnowie Nunnery, 

Which,as thy mother, their high Abbeſle,fent 

* Their bodies backe againe to thee, 

As thou hadfi lent them, cleane and innocent, 
Though they have nor obtain'd of thee, 
That or thy Church, or I, 

Should keep, as they,our firſt integrity; 

Divorce thou ſinne in us, or bid it die, 

And call chaſt widowhead Virginitic. 


Ag 
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XITT: 


The Dodtors, 


Thy ſacred Academic aboye. 
Of DoRors, whoſe paines have unclaſp'd, and taugit 

Both bookes of life to us (tor love 
To know thy Scriptures tells us, we are wrought 

- In thy other booke) pray tor us there 
That what they have miſdone- 

Or miſ-ſaid, wee to that may not adhere, . 
Their zeale may be our (ione, Lord let ns runne 
Meane waies, and call them ſiars, but not the Sunne, 


X1V;. 


And whi!i't this univerſall Quire, 
That Church in triumph, this in warfare here, 
Warm'd with one ail.partaking fire 
Of love,that none be lo1t, which colt thee deare, 
Prayes ccallefly,%and thou hearken too 
(Since to be gratious 
Our taske 1s treble, to pray,beare, and doe) 
Heare this prayer Lord, O Lord deliverus 
Frotruſting in thoſe prayers, though powr'd.out thus, 


XV. 


—_— 
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XV: 


From being anxious, or ſecure, 
Dead clods of ſadnefle, or light ſquibs of mirth, 
From think1vg, that great courts immure 
All, or no lmppineſle, or that this earth 
Is only for our priſon fram'd, 
Or that thou art covetous 
To them whom thou loveſt, or that they are maim'd 
From reaching this worlds ſweer, who ſeek thee thus, 
\Vith all cheir might, Good Lord deltver us, 


XY TI: 


From needing danger, to bee good, 
From owing thee yeſterdaies teares to day, 
From truſting ſo much to thy blood, 
That in tharhope, wee wound our ſoule away, 
From bribing thee with Almes, to exculc 
Some finne more burdenous, 
From light affeCing,in religion, newes, 
From thinking us all ſoule, neglecting thus | 
Our mutuall duties, Lord deliver us. 


Aa2 
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XVIT, 


From tempting Satan to tempt us, 
By our connivence, or flack companie, 
From meaſuring ill by vitious, - 
Negle&ing<o choake (ins ſpawnc, Vanities, 
From indiſcreet humulitie, 
Which might be ſeandalous, 
Andcaſt reproach on Chriſtianitie, 
From being ſpies, or to ſpies pervious, 
From thir(t, or ſcorne of flame, deliver us. 


XVIII. 


Deliver us for thy deſcent 
Into the Virgin, whoſe wombe was a place 

Of midle kind: and thoubeing ſent 
To'ungratiovs ns, ſtaid'tar her full afgrace, 

And through thy poore birth, wherefirſ thou 
Glorihedſt Poverrtie, 

And yet ſoone after riches did allow, 
By accepting Kings gitts in the Epiphanie, 
Deliver, and make us, to both waies free, 


And thoughthat bitter agonie, 
Which is till the agonie of pious wits, 
Diſputing what diſtorted thee, 
And interrupted evenneſſe, with fits, 
And throughthy free confeſhon 
Though thereby they were then 
Made blind,ſo that thon might'& from chE have gone, 
Good Lord deliver us, and teachuswhen 
Vee may not, and we may blinde unjuſt men, | 


X X, 


Through thy ſubmittingall; to blowes 
Thy face, thy clothes to ſpoile, thy fame to ſcorne, 
All waies, which rage, or Juſtice knowes, . 

And by which chou could'ſ ſhew, that thou waſt born; 
"And through thy gallanc humblencile / 
Which thou in detth did'ftſhew, 

Dying before thy ſoule they conld expreſle, - 

Deliver us fromdeatb, by dying ſo, 

Tothis world, ere thisworld doe bictus goc.-: 


Aa 3 


A 


When ſenſes, which thy ſouldiers are, 
VYVecarme againſt thee, andthey fighrfor (inhe, 
When want, ſent but to tame, doth warre 

And worke deſpaireabreach to carter in, 
When plenty, Gods image, and ſealc 
Makes us Idolatrous, 

And love it, not him, whom it ſhould reveale, 


When weeare mov'dito ſeeme religions 


Oaly to vent wit, Lord deliver us, 


X X11. 


In Churches,when the'infirmitie 
Ofhim which ſpeakes, diminiſhes the Word, 
When Magiſtrates doc mil.apply 
To us, as we judge, lay or ghoſtly ſword, 
When plague, which is thine Angell, raignes, 
Or wars, thy Champions,ſwaic, 
When Herefie,thy ſecond deluge,pgaines; | 
In th'/houre of death, the'Eve of laſt judgement day, 


Deliver us from the linuſter way. 


XXII. 


LIZnes, 


t day, 


XXITI1, 


Heare us, O heareus Lord; to-thee 
A ſinner 1s more muſique, when heprayes, 
Then ſpheares, or Angels praiſes bce, . 
[n Panegyrique Allelujaes, * 
Heare us, for till thou heace us, Lord 
We know not what to ſay, * (and word. 
Thine eare to'our ſighes, tcares, thoughts gives voice 


0 Thou who Satan heard'ſt in fobs licke day, 
Heare thy ſelfenow, for thou in us doſt pray. 


XXLV. 


That wee may change to eveuneſle - 
This intermutting aguiſh Pietic, 
That ſnatching cramps of wickedneſſe 
And Apoplexies of faſt ſin, may die 
Thar muſique of thy promiſes, 
Not threats in Thunder may 
Awaken us to our juſt offices, | 


What in thy booke, thou doſt, or creatures lay, . 
That we may heare, Lord heareus, when wee pray. . 


KXNV. - 


That our eares {ickneffe wee m A” | 
And reRifie thoſe Labyrinchs wright, VEIL 
That wee by harkning,nor procure | 

Our praiſe, nor others diſpraile ſo igvite, 

That wee get nor a ſlipperineſſe, 

And ſcoſleſly decline, 
Froji hearm, bold? wits jcaſt at Kings exceſſe; 
To'admit thelike of majeſtic divine, 
That we may locke our cares, Lord open thine, 


XX'V1. 


That living law,the Magiſtrate, 
Which to giveus, and make us phyficke, doth 
Our vices oftem aggravate, 
That Preachers taxing ſinne, before her orowth, 
That Satari,and invenom'd men 
Which well, if we ſtarve, dine, 
When they doe moſt accuſe us, may ſee then 
Ys, to nin heare them; thee decline, 
That we may open our r cares, Loxd lock thine, 


XKXVl 
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XXVILI. 


That learning, thine Ambaſſador, 
From thine allegeance wee never tempr, 
That beauty, paradiſes flower 
Forphyſicke made, from poyſon beexempr, 
That wit,borne apt, high good to doe 
By dwelling lazily 
On Natures nothing, be not nothing too, 
That our affections kill usnot, nordye, 
Heare us, weake ecchoes, O thou care, and cry, 


XXVIII. 


Sonne of God heare us,and ſince thou 

By taking our blood, oweſt it us againe 

Gaine to thy ſelfe,orusallow, 

And let not bothus and thy ſelfe be ſlaine, 
Olambe of God, which took'ſt our finne 
Which could nor ſtick to thee, 

O1ct it not returne tO us againe, 

But Patient and Phyſition being free, 

As ſinne is nothing, let it no where be, 


ER 
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TAY "Sf dal ; 
End home my long ſtrayd eyes to mee, - 
Which (Oh) too long have dwel)r on thee, 
Yet ſince there'they have learn'd ſuch 111, 
Such forc'd faſhions, 
And falſe paſſions, 
That they be 
Made by thee 
Fit for no good ſight,keep them till. 


Send home my harmleſlc heart againe, 
Which nounworthy thought could ſtaine, 
Which if it be taughtby thine 
To make jeſtings 
Of proteſiings, 
And breake both 
Word and oath, 
Keepe it,for then 'tis none of mine, 


Yet ſend me back my heartand eyes, 
That I may know,and ſee thy lyes, 
And may laugh and joy,when thou 
Art in anguiſh 
And doſt languiſh 
For ſome one 
That will none, 
Or prove as falſeas thou art now. 
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A nofturnall upon $,Lucies day, 
Being the ſhorteſt day. 


/ 


T'* the yeares midnight ,and it is the dayes, 
Lucies,who ſcarce ſeaven houres herſelf unmaskes, 

The Sunne isſpent,and now his flasks 

Send forth light ſ{quibs, no conſtant rayes; 

The worlds whole ſap is ſunke : 

Thegenerall balme th'hydroprique earth hath drunk ,, 
\Vhither, as to the beds-feer lite is ſhrunke, 
Dead and enrerr'd; yer all theſe ſeeme to laugh, 
Compar'd with mee, who am their Epitaph, 


Study me then, you who ſhall lovers bee 
At the next world,that 1s, at the next Spring: 

For Iam every dead thing, 

In whom love wrought new Alchimie. 

For his art did expreſle 

Aquinteſſence even from nothingneſle, 
From dull privations, and leane emptineſle 
He rnin'd mee, and I am re-begot | 
Of abſence, darkneſſe, death; things which are not; 


All others, from all things,draw all that's good, 
Life, ſoule,forme,ſpirit,whence they beeing have, 
I, by loves limbecke,am the grave 
Ofall, that'snothing. Oft a flood 


Haye wee two wept, and fo 
Bbz Drown'd 
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Dro wad the whole world,ustwo;oft did we orow 
Tobe two Chaoſles, when we did ſhow 
Careto ought elſe;and oftenabſences 
Withdrew our ſoules,and made us carcaſles, 


— 


But I am by her death, (which word wrongs her) 
Of the firſt nothing,the Elixer grown; 

Were la man, that I were/one, 

I needs muſt know, I ſhould preferre, 

If I were any beaſt, 

Some ends, ſome means; Yea plants,yea ſtones deteſt, 
Andlove,all,all ſome properties inveſt, 
IfI an ordinary nothing were, 
As ſhadow, alight,and body muſt be here. 


But I am None; nor will my, Sunne renew. 
- You lovers,for whoſe ſake,the leſſer Sunne 
At thistime to the Goat IS runne 
'To ferchnew laſt, and give it you, 
Enjoy your ſummer al, 

Since ſhee enjoyes her long nights teſtivall, 
Let mce preparetowards her,and let mee call 
This houre her Vigili,and her eve, ſince this 
Both the yeares,and the dayes deep midnight is. 


W, itchcraf; 
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Witchcraft by a piftare. 


[ Fixe mine eye on thinegand there 
Pitty my picture burning in thine eye, 
Mypicture drown'd 1n a tranſparent teare, 
When I looke lower I eſpie, 
Hadſtthou the wicked skill 
By pictures made and mard, to k11[? 
deteſt, How many wayes might{t thou performe thy will? 


Put now I have drunke thy ſweet alt teares, 
And rhough thou poure more Ill depart; 
My picture vaniſh'd,vaniſh feares, 
That I can be endamag'd by that art; 
Though thou reraine of mec 
One picture more, yet that will bee, : 
Being in thine owne heart, from all malicc irce. 


190 Poems, 


74 Dayfe 
'& Omelive with meec,and bee my love, 
J- And wee will ſome new pleafuresprove 
Of golden ſands, and chriſtall brookes: 
VVith filken lines,and filver hookes, 


There will the river whiſpering runne 
Warm'd by thy eyes,more then the Sunne. 
And there the'tnamor'd fiſhwill itay, 


Begging themſelves they may betray. 


Vhen thou wilt ſwimme in that live bath, 
Each fiſh,which every channell hath, 
Will amorouſly to thee ſwimme, 
Gladder to catch thee, then thou him, 


If rhou,to be ſo ſeene, beeſtloath, 

By Sunne, or Moone, thou darkneſt both, 
And if my ſelfe have leave to ſee, 

I need not theirlighr, having thee. 


Let others freeze with angling reeds, 

And cut their legges, which ſhells and weeds, 
Or treacherouſly poore fiſh beſet, 

VV ith ſtrangling ſnare,or windowie net : 


Let coarſe bold hands, from \limy neſt 
The bedded fiſh in banks out-wreſt, 
Or curious traitors, ſleaveſicke flies 
Bewitch poore fiſhes wandring eyes. 
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ror thee, thou need(ſt no ſuch deceir, 
For thou thy ſelfe art thine owne bair, 
That fiſh, that is not catch'd thereby, 
Alas, iswiſer farrethen I. 


«>» CEE 4 —_ —— — _——_—___ 


The Apparition. 
WW Hen by thy ſcorne,O murdreſſe,I am dead, 
And that thou think(t thee free 

From all ſolicitation from mee, 
Then ſhall my ghoſt come to thy bed, 
And thee fain'd veliall in worſe armes ſhall ſee; 
Then thy ficke taper will begin to winke, 
And he, whoſe thou art then,being tyr'd before, 
Wuil,ifrhou ſtirre, or pinch to wake him,thinke 

Thou call for more, 
Andin falſe ſleepe will from thee (hrinke, 
And thenpoore Aſpen wretch,negleced thou 
Bath'd in acold quickſilver ſweat wilt Iye 

A veryer ghoſt then I; 
What I will ſay, I will nor tell thee now, - 
Leſt that preſerve thee'; and fince my love is ſpent, 
I'had rather thou ſhouldſt painfully repenr, 
Thenby my threatnings reſt ſtill innocent, 


( 
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Dull ſublunary lovers love | 

(Whoſe ſoule is ſenſe) cannot admit 
Abſence, becauſe ir doth remove 

Thoſe things which elemented ir.. 


* > 


 Butweby a love, ſo much refit'd, 
That our (elves know not what it 1s, 
Inter-afſixed ofthe mind, 
Care lefle, eyes, lips, hands to miſle. 


Our two ſoules therefore, which are one, 
Though] muſt goe, endure net yet. 

A breach, but an expanſion, 
Like gold toayety thinnefle beate. 


li they be two; they are two fo - 
As ſiiffe twin compaſles are two, 
Thy ſoule the fixt foot, makes no ſhow 
To move, but doth, ifthe'other doe. 


And though ir in the center ſit, 
Yer when the other far doth rome, 

It leanes, and hearkens after ir, 
AndgrowcsereR, as that comes home. . 


Such wiltthou be to mee, who muſt- .. 
Like th'other toor, obliquely runne, 
Thy firmanes makes my circle juſt, 
. And makes me end, where I begunne, 
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The good: morrow. 


[ Wonder by my troth, what thou, and I 

Did, till we lov'd, were wenort wean'd till then > 
But ſuck'd on countrey pleaſbres; childiſhly ? 

Or ſnorted we in the ſeaven ſleepers den > 

T'was fo; But thts, all pleaſares fancies bee, 

Ifever any beauty [ did ſee, 

Which I deſir'd,and got,r'was but a dreame of thee, 


And now good morrow to our waking ſoules, 
Which watch not one another out of feare; 

For love, all love of other ſightscontroules, 

And makes one little roome, anevery where, 

Let ſea-diſcoverers to new worlds have gone, 

Let Maps to other, worlds on worlds have ſhowne, 
Let us poſlefle one world, each hath one,and is one, 


My face in thine eye, thine in mine appeares, 

And true plaine hearts doe 1n the faces reſt, 
Where can we finde two better hemiſpheares 
Without ſharpe North, withont declining Weſt 3 
What everdyes, was not mixt equally ; 

[four two loves be one, or,thou and 1 

Love ſoalike,that none doe ſlacken, none can die; 


Song. 


Goe, and catche a falling ſtarre, 
Get with child a mandrake roote, 
Tell me, where all paſt yearesare, 
Or who cleft the Divels foot, 
Teach me to heare Mermaides [inging. . 
Or to keep off envies ſtinging, 
/ And finde 
What winde 
Serves roadvance'an honeſt minde, 


[fthou beeſt borne to ſtrange ſights, 


Things inviſibleto ſee, 

Ride ten thouſand daiesand nights, 

Till age ſnow white haires on thee, 
Thou, when thou retorn'f, wilt tell mee 
All firange wonders that befell thee, 

4 And ſweare 
| Nowhere 
Livesa womantrue, and fairc. 
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[f thou find(t one, let mee know, 

Such a Pilgrimage were ſweer, 

Yet doenor,[ would nor goe, 

Though at next doore wee might meet, 
Though ſhee were true, when you met her, 
And laſt, till you write your letter, 

Yet ſhee 
Will bee 
Falle,ere I come, to two, or three. 


Womans conſtancy. 


N2” thou haſt lov'd me one whole day, 

To morrow when thou leav'{t, what wilt thou ſay 

Wilt thou then Antedate ſame new made vow > 
Or ſay thatnow 

Weare not juft thoſe perſons, which -we were 2 

Or,that oathes made in reverentiall feare 

Ot Love,and his wrath,any may forſweare > 

Or,as true deaths, true maryagesuntie, 

Jo lovers contraGts, images of thoſe, 

Zinde but till ſleep, deaths image, them unlooſe > 
Or,your ownecnd to Juſtifie, 

For having purpoſ'd change, and falſehood; you 

Can haveno way but falſchood tobe true ? 


Yaine lunatique, againſi theſe ſcapes I could 
Cet' Diſpute, 
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Diſpute, and conquer, if I would, 


Which I abſtaine to doe, | 
For by to morrow, I may thinke ſo too. 


th 
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] Have done one braver thing 
Then all the wortrhzes did, 
And yet a braver thence doth ſpring, 
Which 1s, to keepe that hid, 


It were but madnesnows'igpart 
The $k1ll of ſpecular ſtone, 

When he which cat have learn'd the art, 
Tocut it ean inde none. 


So, if I now ſhould/utter this, 
Others (becauſe ho more 

Such ſtuffe to worke upon, there is,) 
Would love but as before. 


But he who lovelineſſe within 
Hath found, all outward loathes, 
For he who colour loves, and skinne, 
Loves bur their oldeſt clothes. 


If, as I have, you alſo doe 
Vertue' attir'd in woman ſee, 
And dare love that, and fay ſo too, 
And forget the Hee and Shee; 


And if this love, though placed fo, 
From prophane men youhide, 
Which willno faith on this beſtow, 

Or,ifthey doe, deride: 
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Fhen you have done a braver thing 
Then all the Worthies did, 

And a braver thence will ſpring. 
Which is, to keepe thar hid. 


— 


* 
p—_— ws. —_— 


T he Sunne Riſing. 


BYke old foole, unruly Sunne, 
Why doſt thou thus,- 
Through windowes, and through curtaines call on us? 
Muſt to thy motions lovers ſeaſons run ? 
Sawcy pedantique wretch, goe chide 
Late ſchoole boyes, and ſowre prentices, 
Goe tell Court-huntſimen, that the King will r1de, 
Call countrey ants to harveſt offices, 
Love,all alike, no ſeaſon knowes, nor clyme, (time. 
Nor-houres,dayes,moneths,which are the rags of 


Thy beames, fo reverend, and ſtrong 
Vhy ſhould(t thou thinke > 
[could eclipſe and cloud them witha winke, 
But that I would nor loſe her fight ſo long: . 
Ifher eyes have not blinded thine, 
Looke, and to morrow late, tell mee, - 
Whether both the India's of ſpice and Myne ' 
Be where thou left them,or lic here with mee, * 
Aske for thoſe Kings whom thou ſaw'ſt yeſterday, - 
And thon ſhalt heate, All here inone bed lay. - 


She'is 
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She'is all States, and all Princes, I, 
Nothing elſe 1s. | 
Princes doe but play us, compar'd to this, 
All honor's mimique; All wealth alchimie; 
Thou ſunne art halfe as happy'as wee, 
In that the world's contracted thus, 
Thine age aſkes eaſe, and ſince thy dutics bee 
'To warme the world, that's done in warming us, 
Shine here to us, and thou art every where; 
This bed thy center is, theſe walls, thy ſpheare. 
| | G 
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The Indifferent, 


(l Canlove both faire and browne, (berrates, 
Her whom abundance melts.aad her whom want 
Her who loves lonenefſe belt,and her who maskes and 
Her who the country form'd,8 who the town, (plates, 
Her who beleeves, and her who tries, 
Her who ſtill weepes with ſpungie eyes, 

'And her who is dry corke, and never cries; 

I can loveher,and her,and you and you, 

I can love any, ſo ſhe be not true, 


Willno ather vice content you ? 
Wilit notſerve your turn todo,as did your mothers 
Or have you all old vices ſpent, and now would find? 
Ordotha feare,thar men are true,tor- (out othe!s? 
Oh weare not,be not you ſo, (ment you? 
Let mee, anddoce you, twenty know, os 
me: 


" 
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Rob mee,but binde menot,andlet me goe. 
Muſt I, who came to travaile thorow you, 
Grow your fixt ſubjeR, becauſe you are true> 


'nus heard me f1gh this ſong, 
And by Lovesſweeteſt Parr, Variety, ſhe ſwore, 


C She heard not this till now; and that ir ſhould be (o 
g 08, She went,examin'd,and return'd ere long, (no more, 
And faid,alas, Some two or three 
Poore Heretiques 1n love there bee, | 
Which thinke to {tablith dangerous conſtancie. 
mir: But I have told them, ſince you will be true, 
You ſhall be true tothem, who'are falſeto you. 
crates, 
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pany Loves Vſury, 
for every houre that thou wilt ſpare mee now, 
| I will allow, 
Uſuricus God of Love, twenty to thee, 
When with my browne,my gray haires <quall bee; 
Till then, Love,let my body raigne,and ler 
ther Bl Mee travell, ſojourne, ſnatch,plot,have,forget, 
find: BW Reſume my laſt yeares reliQ: thinke that yer 
hets? We'had never mer. 
? 
Dd | Let 


Ro) 


Poems. 


Let mee thinke any rivalls letter minc, 

And at next nine 
Keepe midnights promiſe; miſtake by the way 
The maid, and tell the Lady of that delay; 
Onely let mee love none, no, not the ſport 
From country grafle,to comfitures of Court, 
Or cities que[que choſes,let report 

My minde tranſport. 


This bargaine's good, if when Tam old, I bec 
Inflam'd by thee, | 

If thine ewne honour,or my ſhame, or paine, 

Thou cover moft, at that age thou (halt gaine, 

Doe thy will then,then ſubje and degree, 

And fruit of love, Lovel ſubmic to thee, 

Spare mee till then, I'll beare it,thoagh ſhe bee 
One that loves mee. 


OO —= ——_—_—— y_— — —— 
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The ( anonization. 


[2 Godfake hold your tongue , and let me love, 
Or chide my palfie, or my gout, 
My five gray haires, or ruin'd fortune flout, (improve 
With wealth, your ſtate, your minde with Arts 
, Take you a courfe,get you a place, 
Obſerye his honour,orhis grace, 
Or the Kings reall, or his ſtamped face 
Contemplate,whar you will,approve, 
SOyou will let me love, 


mem 
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Alas,alas,who'sinjur'd by my love?. 
\Vhat merchants ſhips have my ſighs drown'd: 
\\ho fates my teares have overflow'd his ground 
When did my colds a forward ſpring remoye> 
When did the heats which my veines fill 
Adde one more,to the plaguie Bill? 
$91diers finde warres,and Lawyers finde out fill 
Litigious men, which quarrels move, 
Though ſhe and I do love. 


Call us what you will, wee are made ſuch by love; 
Call her one,mee another flye, 
\Vearc Tapers too, and at our owne coſt die, 
And wee in us finde the'Eagle and the dove, 
The Phenix ridle hath more wir 
By us, we two being one, are it. 
So, to one neutrall thing both ſexes fit. 
Weedyeand riſe the ſame, and prove 
Myſterious by this love. 


Veecan dye by ir,if not live by love, 
And ifunfitfor tombes and hearſe 
Our legends bee,it will be fit for verſe; 
Ard ifno peece of Chronicle wee prove, ' 
We'll build in ſonnets pretty roomes; 
As well a well wrought urne becomes 
The greateſt aſhes,as halte-acre tombes, 
Andby theſe hymnes,all ſhall approve 
Us Canoni;'d tor Love. 
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And thus invoke us; You whom reverend love 
Made one anothers hermirage; 
You, to whom love was peace, that now is rage, 
Who did the whole worlds {oule contract, & drove 
Into the glaſles of your eyes 
So made ſuch mirrors, and ſuch ſpies, 
That they did all ro you epitomize, 
Countries, Townes, Courts: Beg frow aboye 
A patterne of our love, 


tt. _— 
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The triple Foole. 


lam two fooles, I know, 
_ For loving,and tor ſaying (0 

In whining Poetry, | 
But where's that wiſeman.that would not be I, 

It the would not deny? 

Then as th'earths inward narrow crooked lanes 
Do purge ſea waters fretfull ſalt away, 

I thought,if I could draw my paines, 
Through Rimes vexation,I ſhould them allay, 
Gricte brought to numbers cannot be ſo fierce, 
For, he tames it, that fertters it in verſe, 


But when I have done (Þ, 
Some man, his art and voice to ſhow. 
Doth Ser and (ſing my paine, 
And,by delighting many, frees againe hi 
Tec 
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Griefe, which verſe did reſtraine. 
To Love,and Griefe tribute of Verſe belongs, 
Bot not of ſuchas pleaſes when'cis read, 

Both are increaſed by ſuch ſongs: 
For both their trwumphs ſo are publiſhed, 
And I,which was two fooles, do fo grow three; 
\Who are alittle wiſe,thebeſ fooles bee. 


© —_ 
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Lovers mfinitenefſe. 


F yet I have notall thy love, 
Deare,I-ſhall never have it all, 
[cannot breath one other (1gh, to move; 
Nor can intreat one other teare. to fall. 
And all my treaſure,which ſhould purchaſe thee, 
Sighs,teares and oathes,and letters I have ſpent, 
Yer no more can be due to mee, 
Then at the bargaine made was ment, 
Ifthen thy gift of love were parrtiall, 
That ſome to mee, ſome ſhould to others fall, 
Deare,I ſhall never have Thee All, 


Or it then thou gaveſt mee all, 
All was but All, which thou badſi then, 
But if inthy heart, ſince,there be or ſhall, 
New love created bee,by other men, 
Which have their ſtocks intire,and canin teares, 
In ſighs,in oathes,and letters outbid mee, 
Dd 3 This 
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This new love may beger new feares, 

For,this love was not vowed by thee, 

Andyet is was, thy gift being general!, 

The ground,thy heart is mine, what ever thall 
Grow there,deare,lI ſhould have ir all. 


Yet I would not have all yer, 
Hee that hath all can bave ng more, 
And ſince my lovedoth every day admit /ors 
New growth , thou ſhouldſt have new rewards ir 
Thou canlt not every day giye methy heart, 
[fthou canſt give it,thenthqu never gayeſt it: 
Loves riddles are,that though thy heart deparr, 
It ayes at home,and thou with lofing ſave it: 
But wee will havea way more liberal, 
Then changing hearts,to joyne them, ſo wee ſhal! 

Be one,and one anothers All. 


— —Y —— ——  —  _—_——_—_— 


Jong. 


| C Weeteſt love,I do not goe, 
For wearinefle of thee, 

Nor in hope the world can ſhow 

A fitter Love for mee, 

But ſince thatT 

Muſt dye at laſt, *tis beſt, 
To uſe my ſelfe in jeſt 

Thus by fain'd deaths to dye; 
Yeſterniglt 
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Yeſternight the Sunne went hence, 
And yet is hereto day, 
He hath nodeſfirenor ſenſe, 
Nor halfe ſo ſhort a way: 
Then feare not mee, 
But beleeve thacl ſhall make 
Specdier journeyes,fince I take 
More wingsand ſpurres then hee, 


O how feeble1s mans power, 
That if good fortune fall, 
Cannot adde another houre, 
Nora loſt houre recall 
But come bad chance, 
And wee joyne to'tt our ſtrength, 
And weeteach it art and length, 
Ir ſelfe o'r us to'2dvance, 


When thou figh'ft, thou fgh'ſt nor 

But ſigh'ſt my ſoule away, (winde, 
When thou weep (t,unkindly kinde, 

My lifes blood doth decay. 

It cannot bee 

That thou lov'ſt mee, as thou ſay'ſt, 
Itin thine my lite thou waſte, 

Thou art the beſt ofmec. 


Let not thy divining heart 
Forethinke me any ill, 


Deſtiny may take thy part, 
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And may thy teares fulfill, 
Bur thinke that wee 
Are but turn'd aſide to fleepe; 
They who one another keepe 
Alive,nc'r parted bee. 


P— OL. TT ———————_— 


The L egacie. 


VV Hen I dyed laſt, and, Deare, I dye 

As often as from thee I goe, 

Though irbe,but an houre agoe, 

And Lovers houres be full eternity, 

I can remember yet, that I 

Something did fay,and ſomething did beſtow, 
ThoughlI be dead, which ſept mee, I ſhould be 
Mine owne executor and Legacic. 


| heard mee fay, Tell her anon, 

That my ſelfe, that's you,not I, 

Did kill me, and when felt mee dye, 

I bid mee ſend my heart,when I was gone, 

Bur I alas could there finde none, (lye, 
WhenlT had ripp'd me,and'ſearch'd where hearts did 
It kill'd mee againe,that I who ſtill was true, 
Inlite, in my laſh VVill ſhould cozen you. 


Yet 
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Yet 1 found ſomething like a hearr, 

But colours it, and corners had, 

It was not good, it was not bad, 

It was intire to none, and few had part, 
Asgood as could be made by art 

{t ſeem'd, and therefore for our loſſes ſad, 

I meant to ſend this heart in ſtead of mine, 
But oh, no man could hold it, for twas thine. 


A Feaver: 


O*® doenot die, for 1 ſhall hate 
All women fo, when thou art gone, 
That thee I ſhall not celebrate, 


When I remember, thou waſt one, 


But yet thou canſt nor die, I know, 
Toleave this world behinde,is death, 

But when thou from this world wilt goe, 
The whole world vapors with thy breath, 


Orif, when thou, the worlds ſoule, goef}, 
It ſtay, tis but thy carkaſſe then, 
The faireſt woman, but thy ghoſt, 


But corrupt wormes, the worthyeſt men. 


Ee 


Porms. 


O wrangling ſchooles, that ſearch what fire 
Shall burnethis world, had none the wit 
Unto this knowledge to aſpire, 
That this her feaver might be it 2 


And yet ſhe caovnot waſt by this, 

Nor long heare this torturing wrong, 
For much corruption needfall is 

To fuell ſuch a feaver long. 


Theſe burning fits but meteors bee, 

__ Whoſe matter in thee is/foone ſpent. 

Thy beauty,'and all parts, whichare thee, 
Are unchangeable firmamenr. 


Yet t'was of my minde, ſeifing thee, 
Though it in thee cannot/perſever. 
For I had rather owner bee 
Of thee one houre, then all elſe ever, 


; 
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Aire and Angels, 


Twice or thrice had | loved thee, 
Before I knew thy face or narne; 
$0 in a voice, fo ina ihapelefſe flame, 
Angels affe& us ofc, and worſhip'd bee, 
Still when, to where thou werr, I came 
Some lovely glorious nothing I did ſee, 
But ſince, my ſoule, whole child love is, 
Takes limmes of fleſh, and elſe could nothing doe, 
More ſubtile then the parent is, 
Love muſt not be, but take a body too, 
And therefore whatthou wert, and who 
I bid Loveaske,and now 
Thatit aſſume thy body, I allow, 
Ard fixe it ſelfe inthy lip, eye, and brow. 


Whilſt thus to ballaſt love,I thought, 
And ſo more ſteddily to have gone, 
With wares which would finke admiration, 
Iſaw, I bad loves pinnace overfraught, 
Ev'ty thy haire for love to worke upon 
Is much too much, ſome fitter muſt be ſought; 
For, nor in nothing,nor in things 
Extreme, and ſcattring bright, can love inhere , 
Then as an Angell,tace,and wings 
Ofaire, not pure as it, yet pure doth weare, 
So thy love may be my loves ſpheare; 
Juſt ſuch diſparitte C 
C2 
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As is twixt Aire and Angells puritie, 
'Twixt womens love, and mens will ever bee, 


__—_— * " (rn. mm 
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Breake of day. 


AV true, 'cis day, what though it be > 
O wilt thou therefore riſe/from me ? 

Why ſhould we riſe, becauſe 'tis light ? 

Did we lie downe, becauſe 'twas night ? 

Love which in ſpight of darkneſſe brought us hether, 
Should indeſpight of light keepe us together, 


Light hath no tongue, bot is all eye; 

If.it could ſpeake as well as ſpie, 

This were the worſt, that it cold fay, . 

Thar being well, I faine would ſay, 

And that I lov'd my hearr and honer fo, 

That I would not from him, that had them, goe. 


Muſt buſinefſe thee from-hence remove 2? 

Oh, thac's the worſt diſeaſe of love, . 

The poore, the foule, the talſe, love catt- 

Admit, but nor the buſted man. 

He which hath buſineſſe, and makes love, doth doe 
Such wrong, as when a-maryed mandoth wooe.. 


The 
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The CAnmiverſarics 


AE L Kings, and all their favorites, 
All glory of honors, beauties, wits, 
The Sun it els, which makes times,as they paſle, 
Iselder by a yeare, now,then it was 
When thou and I firſt one another ſaw: 
All other things, to their deſtruction draw, 
Only our love hath no decay, - 
This,vo to merrow hath, nor yeſterday, 
Running i it never runs from us away, 
But eruly keepes his firſt, laſt, everlaſting day, 


Two graves miſt hide thine and my coarſe, 
It one might, death were no divorce, 

Alas, as well as other Princes, wee, 

{Vho Prince enough in C1 another bee,) 

Muftleave at laſt in dearhWheſe eyes, and cares, 

Ot fed with true oathes, and with fweer ſalt teares; 
But fon'es where nothing dwells but love: 

(All other thoughts being inmates) then ſhall prove 

\ This, ora love increaſed there above, (remove. 

Whei bodiesto their oraves,foules from their graves 


And then wee ſhall be througly bleſt, | 

Bat now no more; then all the reſt. 
Here upon earth, we'are'Kivgs, and none but wee 
Can be ſuch Kings, nor of ſuch ſabje As bees 


ho is ſo ſafe as wee > where none can doe 
E e 3 Treaſon 
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Treaſonto us, except one of us two, 

 Trueand falſe feares ler us refraine, 

Let us love nobly, and live, and adde againe 

Yeares and yeareSUnto yeares, till we attaine 

To write threeſcore, this is the ſecond of our raigne, 


— = R—_—_—_— =Y 


AM Y aledidion of my name, in the window. 
þ 


M, name engray'd herein, 

Doth contribute my firmneſſe to this paſſe, 

- Which,ever fince that charme, hath beene 
As hard, as that which gray'd it, was, 

Thineeye will give it price enough, to mock 

Thediamonds ofcither rock. 


Il, 


'Tis much that Glaſſe ſhould bee 
As all confeſſing, and through.ſhine as I, 
 *Tis more,that it ſhewes thee to thee, 
And cleare refleRs thee to thineeye. 
But all ſuch rules, loves magique can undoe, 
Here you ſee mee, and Iam you, 
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c III. 


As noone point,nor daſh, 
Which are but acceſlariesto this name, 
The ſhowers and tempeſts can outwaſh, 
So ſhall all times finde mee the ſame; 
You this intireneſſe better may fulfill, 
Who have the patternewith you ſtill. 


ITI. 


Oc iftoo hard and deepe 
This learning be, for a ſcratch'd name to teach, 
It, as a givendeaths head keepe, 
Lovers mortalitte ro preach, 
Orthinke this ragged bony name to bee 
My ruinous Anatoraie, 


V. 


Then, asall my ſoules bee, 
Emparadiſ'd in you, (in whom alone 
lunderſtand, and grow and ſee,) 
The rafters of my body, bone 77H 
Bing (till with you, the Muſcle, Sinew, and Verne, 
Which tile this houſe, will come againe, 
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/ Till my returnegrepaire | 
. And recompadt my ſcattered body fo. Co 
Asall the vertuous powers which are | | 
Fix'd in the ſtarres, are ſaid to flow, 


Into ſuch charaQers, as graved bee Ar 
When theſe fiarres haye ſupremacic: | 
V I L 
So ſince this name was cut 
When love and griefe their exaltation had, To 


No doore'gainſt this names influence ſhur, 
As much more loving, as more ſad, | 


'Twill make thee ; and thou ſhouldfi, till I returne;, $ 
Since Idiec daily, daily mourne. | 
VIII. 

When thy inconſiderate hand ; 

Flings ope this caſement, with my trembling name, No 
To looke on one, whoſe wit or land, d 
New battry to thy heart may frame, / 
Then thinke this name alive, and that thou thus Imp 


In it oftendſi my Genius. 
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And when thy melted maid, 
Corrupted by thy Lover's gold, and page, 
His letter at thy pillow'hath laid, 
Diſputed it, and tam'd thy rage, 
And thou begin't to thaw towards him, for this, 
May my name ſtep in,and hide his. 


X « 


And it this treaſon goe 

Toan overtaQR,and that thou write againe; 
In ſuperſcribing,this name flow 
Into thy fancy,trom the pane. 

So,in forgetting thou remembreft right, 
And unaware to mee ſhalt write. 


XI. 


But glaſſe, and lines muſt bee, _ 
Nomeanes onr firme ſubſtantiall love to keepe; 
Neere death inflis this lethargic, 
And this I murmure in my fleepe; 
impure this idletalke, to that I goe, 
For dying mentalke often ſo, 


FE Twicknam 
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Twicknam garden, 


PR L4iqd with ſighs,and ſurrounded with teares, 
Hirther I come to ſeeke the ſpring, 
Andat mine cyes, and at mine cares, 

Receive ſuch balmes,as elſe cure every thing, 
But O,ſelfetraytor, I do bring 

The ſpider love,which tranſubſtantiates all, 
And canconyert Manna to gall, 

And thar this place may thoroughly be thought 
True Paradiſe,I havetheſerpent brought. 


'Twere whol{omer for mee, that winter did 
Benight the glory of this place, 
And that agraye froſt did forbid 

Theſe treesto laugh and mocke mee to my face; 
Bur that I may not this diſgrace 

indure, nor yet leave loving, Love let mee 
Some ſentlefle peece of this place bee; 


Make me a mandrake,fo I may grow here, 
Ora ſtone fountaine weeping out my yeare. 


Hither with chr: fall vyals,lovers come, 
And take my teares,which are loves wine, ] 
And try your miſtreſſe Teares at home, To 

For all are falſe,that taſt nor juſt like mine; | 

| Alas, hearts do not in eyes ſhine, 

Norean you more judge womens thoughts by oy 
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Thea by her ſhadow, what ſhe weares, 
Operverle ſexe, where none is true but thee, 
V ho's therefore true, becauſe her truth kills mee, 
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Valediftion to his booke. 


'Ll tell thee now (deare Love)what thou ſhalt doe 
 Toangerdeſtiny,as ſhe doth us, 
How I thall tay,though ſhe Eſloygne me thus 
And how poſterity ſhall know it too; 
How thine may out-endure 
Sybills glory, and obſcure 
Her who from Pindar could allure, 
And her, through whoſe helpe Zucaz is not lame, 
And her, whoſe booke(they ſay) Homer did finde, and 
(name, 
Study our manuſcripts,thoſe Myriades | 
Of letters, which have paſt twixt theeand mee, 
Thence write our Annals,and inthem will bee 
Toall whom loves ſubliming fire invades, 
Rule andexample found, 
There, the faith of any ground 
No ſchiſmatique will dare to wound, 
That ſees, how Lovethis grace to usaffords, 
To make,to keep,to uſe,tobe theſe his Records. 


Ff 2 Tlus 


This Booke, as long-liv'd as the elements, He 
_ - Orasthe worlds forme,this all-graved rome | 
Incypher writ,or new made Idiome; | 
Wee tor lovesclergie only are inſtruments, Ift 
 _. Whenthis booke is made thus, 
Should againe the ravenous 
Vandals and the Goths.iavade us, 
Learning were ſafe; in this our Univerſe | 


Schooles might learne Sciences, Spheares Mulick, bs 
| 14-1 (Angels Vere, 
Here Loves Divines, (ſince all Divinity Th 


Is love or wonder)may finde all they ſeeke, 
Whether abſtra& ſpirituall love they like, 
Their Soules exhal'd with what they do not ſee, 
Orloth ſoto amuze, | 
Faiths infirmitie , they chuſe 
Something which they may ſee and uſes, (lit, 
For,though minde be the: heaven, where love doth 
Reauty a convenient type may be to figure ir. 


Bu 


Here more then in their bookes may Lawyers finde, | 
Both by what titles, Miſtrefles are ours, 
And how prerogative theſe ſtates devours, 


Transferr'd from Love himfelfe,to womankinde. — 
Vho though from hearr,and eyes, 
They exact great ſubſidies, 
Forſake . him who on 'thens relies 
And'for the cauſe, honour, or conſcience give, 
Chimeraes,vaine as they,or their prerogative. 
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Here Stateſmen,(or of them, they which canreade,) 
May of their occupation finde the grounds, . 
Love andtheir artalike it deadly wounds, 
Ifto conſider what 'tis,one proceed, 
In both they doe excell 
Who the preſent governe well, 
Whoſe weakneſle none doth, or dares tel], 
[n this thy booke, ſuch will there ſometrhigg ſee, 
Asinthe Bible ſome can finde out Alchimy. | 


= 
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Thus vent thy thoughts; abroad I'll tudie thee, 
As he removes farre off,that great heights takes; 
How great love is,preſence beſt tryall makes, 
Butabſence tryes how long this love will bee; 
To takea latitude 
Sun,or ſtarres, are fitlieft view'd 
Attheirbrighteſt,but to conclude 
Of longitudes,what other way have wee, 
Zutto marke when, and where the darke eclipſesbee? 
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Commucy : | 
'S Ood wee muſt love,and muſt hateill, 
For ill isill, and/good good [Hll, 
But theſe are things indifferent, 
Which wee may neither hate,nor love, 
But one,and then another prove, 
As wee ſhall findeour fancy bent. 


If then at firſt wiſe Nature had, . 
Made women either good or bad, y 
Then ſome wee might hate, and ſome chuſe, 
But ſince ſhee did them ſo create, B 
That we may neither love, nor hate, V 
Onely this reſts, All,all may uſe. B 
If they were good it would be ſcene, y 
: Good isas viſible as greene, T, 
And to all eyes it ſelfe betrayes, B 
If they were bad, they couldnor laſt, L 
Bad doth it felfe, and others waſt, 
So,they deſerve nor blame,nor praife. A 
But they are ours as fruits are ours, 
He that bur taſts,he that devours, St 
And he thatleaves all, doth as well, Gi 
Chang'd loves are but chang'd ſorts of mear, Er 
And when hee haththe kernell cate, If, 


Who doth not fling away the ſhell? 
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Lowes growth, 


[ Scarce beleeve my lovero be ſo pure 
AsT had thought it was, 
Becauſe itdothendure 
Viciſſitude,and ſeaſon,as the grafle; 
Methinkes I lyed all winter, when I ſwore, 
My love was infinite,if ſpring make'it more. 


But if this medicine, love,which cures all ſorrow 
With more,not onely bee no quinteſſence, 

Bur mixt of all ſtuffes,paining ſoule,or ſenſe, 

And of the Sunne his working vigour borrow, 
Love's not ſo pure,and abftraCt,as they uſe 

To fay, which have no Miſtreſſe bur their Muſe, 

But as all elſe,being elemented too, 

Love ſometimes would contemplate, ſometimes do 


And yet no greater,but more eminent, 
Love by the ſpring is growne; 
As,inthe firmamenr, 
Starres by the Sunne are not inlarg'd,but ſhowne, 
Gentle love deeds, as blofſomes on a bough, 
From loves awakened root do bud ont now, 
If as in water ftir'd more circlesbee 
Produc'd by one, loveſuch additions take, 
Thoſe like ſo many ſpheares,but one heaven make, 
For,they arcall concentrique unto thee, alla 
n 
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And though each ſpring doe addeto love new heate, 
As princes doe in times of ation get 
New taxes,and remit them not inpeace, 

No winter ſhall abate the ſprings encreaſc. 
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Loyes exchange. 


Ove,any deyillelſe but you, 

Would fora given Soule give ſomething too, 
At Court your fellowes every day, 
Givethartof Riming, Huneſmanſhip, or play, 
For them which were their owne before; 
Onely I have nothing which gave more, 
But am, alas, by being lowly, lower. 


I aske no diſpenſation now 

To falfifiea teare, or figh, or vow, 

I donot ſue from thee todraw 

A non obſtante on natures law, 

Theſe are prerogatives,they inhere 

In thee and thineznone ſhould forſweare 
Except that hee Loves minion were. 


Give mee thy weakneſſe, make mee blinde, 
Both wayes,as thou and thine,in eices and minde; 
Love,letmenever know that this 


Is love,or,that lovechildiſh is, q 
IL JOVECAUUULLIS Ler 
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Let me not know that others know 
That ſhe knowes my paines, leaſt that ſo 
A render ſhame make me mine owne new woe, 


[f thou give nothing, yet thow'art juſt, 

Becauſe I would not thy firſt motions truſt; 
Small rownes which ſtand (iffe, till great ſhot 
Enforce them, by warres law conaition not, 
Such in loves warfare is my caſe, 

I may not article for grace, 

Having put love at laſt to (hew this face, 


This face, by which he conld command 

And change the Idolatric ofany land, 

This face, which whereſoe'r it comes, | 
Cancall vow'd men fromcloiſters,dead from tombes, 
And melt both Poles art once, and ftore 

Deſerts with cities, and make more 

Mynes in the earth, then Quarries were before, 


For, this love is cnrag'd with mee, 

Yet killsnot , if I muſt example bee 

To future Rebells; Ifth'unborne 

Muſt learne, by my being cut up, and torne: 
Kill, and difſe& me, Love; for this 

Torture againſt thine owne end is, q 
Rack't carcaſſes make ill Anatomies, 
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Sac man unworthy to be poſleſſor 
Of old or new love, himſelfebeing falſe or weake, 
Thought his paine and ſhame would be leſſer, 

If on womankind he might his anger wreake, 
And thence alaw did grow, 
One might but one man know, 
But are other creatures {o ? 


Are Sunne, Moone, or Starres by law forbidden, 
To ſmile where they lift, or lend away their light 
Are birds divorc'd, or arethey chidden 
If they leave their mate, or lie abroad a night > 
Beaſts doe no joyntures loſe 
Though they new lovers choofe, 
But weare madeworſethen thoſe, 


Who e'r rigg'd faire ſhip to lie in harbors, 
And not to ſceke new lands,-or not todeale withall? 
Or built faire houſes, ſer trees, and arbors, 
Only to lock up, orelſeto let them fall > 
Good is not-good, unleſle 
A thouſand it poſſtſſe, 


Bart doth waſt with greedineſſe. 


Peems, 


TheDreame, 


dm love, for nothing lefſe then thee 
Would I have broke this happy dreame, 

It was a theame 
For reaſon, much too ſtrong for phamtaſie, 
Therefore thou wakd'ſt me wiſely, yer 
My Drcame thou brok'ſt nor, but continued'|t it, 
Thou art ſo truth, that chouvghts of thee ſuffice, 
To make dreames truths; and fables hiftories; 
Enter cheſearmes, for ſince thou thoughtſt it beſt, 
Not todreame all my dreame, let's a the reſt, 


As lightning, or a Tapers light, 
Thine eyes, and not thy noiſe wak d mee; 

Yer I thought chee 
(For thou lovyeſt truth) an Angell, at firſt ſight, 
But when I ſaw thon ſaweſt my hearr, 
And knew'ſt my thoughts, beyond an Angels art, 
When thou knew'ſt what I dreamt, whE thou knew 
Exceſſe of joy would wake me, and cam'ſt then, (whE 
I muſt confeſle, it could not chuſe but bee 
Prophane, to thinke thee any thing bur thee, 


Comming and ſtaying ſhow'd thee, thee, 
But riſing makes me doubt, that now, 
Thonart nor rhov. 
That loye is weake, where feare'sas ſtropg as hee; 
Tis notallfpitit, pure, and brave, 
Gg2 Te 
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If mixture it of Feare, Shame, Honor have; 
Perchance as torches which muſt ready bee, 

Men light and put out, ſo thou deal {i with mee, 
Thou cam'ſt to kindle, goeſt rocome ; Thea 1 
Will dreame that hope againe, but elſe would die. 


id . 
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7 
| Et: mepowre forth 

My teares before thy face, whil'(t I ſtay here, 

For thy face coines them, and thy ſtampe they beare, 
And by this Mintage they are ſomething worth, 


For thus they bee 

Pregnant of thee, . 
Fruits of much gricfethey are, emblemes of more, 
Whena teare falls, that-thou falſt which it bore, 
So thou and I are nothing then, when ona divers ſhore 


On a reund ball - 
; Aworkeman that hath copies by, can lay 
An Europe, Afrique, and an Afia, 
Axd quickly.make that, which was nothing, 4/7, 
So dotheach teare, . 
| Which thee doth weare, 
A globe, yea world by that-impreffion grow, 
Till thy teares mixt with mine doe overflow | 
This world, by waters ſcat fromthee, wy heaven dil- 
REMEE f- (ſolved On 
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O more then Moone, 
Draw not up ſeas to drowne me in thy ſpheare, 
Weepe me not dead, in thine armes, but forbeare 
To teach the ſea, what it may doe too ſoone, 

Letnot the winde 

Example finde, 
Todoe me more harme, then it purpoſeth, 
Since thou and I ſigh one anothers breath, (death. 
Who e'r ſighes moſt, is cruelleſt, and haſts the others 
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Loves Alchymie. 


COme that have deeper digg d loves Mynethen 1, - 


Say, where his centrique happineſle dorh lie: 
I have lov'd, and got, and told, 
But ſhould I love, get, tell, till I wereold, - 
I hould not finde «4 hidden myſterie; .. 
Oh, 'tis impoſture all: - _. 
And as no chymique yet th Elixar got, | 
But olorifie his pregnant pot, 
If by the way to him befall 
Some odoriferous thing, or medicinall, - 
So, lovers dreamea rich and long delight, - 
But get a winter-ſceming ſummers night, - 
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Our caſe, our thrift, our honor, and our day, . 
Shall we, for chis vaine Bubles ſhadowpay > 1 " 
--- Ends love in this, that my man, __ 
.Canbe as happy as I can; It hecan > 
Endure the ſhort ſcorne of a Bridegroomes play ? A 


That loving wretch that ſweares, 
'Tis not the bodies marry, but the mindes, 
Which he im her Angelique findes, 
Would fweare as juſtly, that he heares, 
In that daycs rude hoarſe minſtralſey, the ſpheares, 
Hape not for minde in women; -arrheirbeſt, 
S weetneſſe, and wit they'are, but, Awmmy, pollch 
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The Flea. 


MA bur this flea, and marke in this, 

"*How little that which thou deny'ſt me is , 

Itſuck'd me firſt, and now ſucks thee, 

And in this flea; ourtwobloods mingled bee , 

Thou know' ſt that thiscamnor be ſaid 

A ſinne, nor ſhame nor loſe of maidenhead, 
Yet this cnjoyes beforeit wooe, | 2g 
And pamper'd:{wells with once blood made of two, Wl ang 
And this, alas, is more then wee would doe. | 


F 
Oh ſtay, three lives in one flea ſpare, $ 
Where wee almoſt,yea more then marycd arc. 
This flea is you and 1, and this 


Out 
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Our mariage bed, and mariage templois; 

Thongh parents grudge, and you, ware mer, 

Andcloyſterd intheſe living walls of Jer, 
Thoughuſe make you apr to kill mee, 
Letnor to that, felfe murder added bee, - 
And ſacrilege, throe ſinnes in killing three, 


Cruell and ſodaine, haſt thou ſince 
Purpled thy naile, in blood of innocence > 
Wherein could this fleaguiltybee, 
Except 1n that drop which itſucke from thee > 
Yet thou triumph'(t, and ſaift that thou 
Find'ſtnot thy (ele, nor mee the weaker now ; 
Tis true, then learne how falſe, feares bee, 
Juſtſo muck honor, when chou yeeldttomee, 
Will waft, as this flea's death tooke life from thee. 
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The Curſe. 


Www ever guefles,thinks,or dreames he knowes ' 
Who ismy miltris, wither byhis curſe; 
His only, and onlybispurle 
May ſome dallheart to love diſpoſe, 
And ſhee yeeld thenteall thatare hisfoes ; 
May he bo ſcorn'd by one, whom all elſe ſcorne, 
Forſweareto others, what to her he hath ſworne, 
With fearc of ming, ſhame of gereing rorne ; 


Madneſſs 
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Madneſſe his ſorrow, gout his cramp, may hee 
Make, by but thinking, who hath madehim ſuch : 
And may he feele no tonch 
Of conſcience, bur of fame, and bee 
Anguiſh'd, not that'twas ſinne, bur that 'rwas ſhee! 
In early and long ſcarceneſſe may he rot, 
For land which had been his, it he had nor 
Himſelfe inceſtuouſly an heire begor : 


i 
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May he dreame Treaſon, and beleeve, that hee 
Meant to performe it, and confefle, and die, 
And no record tell why: 
His ſonnes, which nene of his may bee, 
Inherite nothing buthis infamie: 
Or may he ſo long Paraſites have fed, 
That he would faine be theirs , whom he hath bred, 
And at the laft be circumeiſd for bread: 


The venom of all ſtepdames, gamſters gall, 
What Tyrans, and their ſubjeRs interwiſh, 
What Plants, Myne, Beafts, Foule, Fiſh, 
Can contribute, all ill, which all 
_ Prophets, or Poets ſpake ; And all which ſhall 
Beannex'd in {ſchedules unto thisby mee, 
Fall on that man ; For if it bea ſhee 
£. Nature before hand hath out-curſed mee, 
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ANATOMIE 
OF THE WORLD. 


Wherein, 
By occaſion of the untimely death of 


” Miftris Er1izaBeTH Davayr, 


the frailty and the decay of this 


whole Worldis repreſented, 
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The firſt Anniverſary. 
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To the praiſe of the dead, 


andthe ANATOMIE. 


V Ell dy'dthe World, that we might live to ſee 
This world of wit, in his Anatomic: 

No evill wants his good, ſo wilder heires 

Bedew their Fathers Tombes, with forced teares, 


—— 
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Yethow can I conſent the world is dead 
While this Muſe lives? which in his ſpirits ſtead 
Seemes to informe a World; and bids it bee, 

In ſpight of loſſe or fraile mortalitie? 

And thou the ſabje& ofthis welborne thought, 
Thricenoble maid, could{t not have found nor ſought 
A fitger time to yeeld ro thy ſad Fate, 

Then whiles this ſpirit lives , that can relate 

Thy worth ſo well to our laſt Nephews eyne, 

That they ſhall wonder bothat his and thine: 
Admired match! where ſtrives in mutuall grace 
The cunning pencill,and the comely tace: 

A taske which thy faire gyodneſie made too much 
For the bold pride of vulgar pens to touch; 
Enough is us to praiſe them that praiſe thee, 

And fay,that bur enough thoſe prayſes bee, 

Which had{t thou liv'd, had hid their feartull head 
From th'angry checkings of thy modeſt red : 

Death barres reward and ſhame, when envy's gone, 
And gaine, ris fafe to give the dead their owne. 

As then the wife Egyptians wont to lay 

More on their Fombes, then houſes: theſe of clay, 
But thoſe of braſſe, or marble were: ſo wee 

Give morc unto thy Ghoſt, thenunto thee. 

Yet what wee give to thee, thou gav'it tous, 

And may'ft butthanke thy ſelfe, forbeing thus: 
Yet what thou gav'ſt, and wert, O happy maid, 

Thy grace profeſt all duc, where *cisrepayd. 

So theſe high ſongs rhar to thee faired bin 
Serve butto ſound thy Makers praife and _ bit 
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Which thydeare fſouleas ſweetly ſings to him 
Amid the quire of Saints,and Seraphim, 
Asany Angels tonguecan ſing of thee, 

The ſubjeRs differ, though the $kill agree: 
Foras by infant yeares men judge ofage, 

Thy early love,thy vertues did preſage, 

What high part thon bear'it in thoſe beſt of ſongs, 
Wheretono burden, nor no end belongs. 

Sing on thou virgin Soule, whoſe loſsfull gaine 
Thy loveſick parents have bewail'd in vaine; 
Never may thy Name be in our ſongs forgor, 
Til! wee ſhall ſing thy ditty and thy note. 


— 


An Anatomy of the World. 
The firſt Anniverſary. 


| Hen that rich Soule which to her heaven is 
gOne, 

Who all do celebrate,who know they. have one, 

(For who is ſure he hath a Soule, unleſſe 

Itſee, and judge, and follow worthineſſe, 

And by deeds praiſe it? hee who doth not this, 

May lodge an igimate ſoule, but 'tis not his. ) 

When that Queene ended hereher progrefle time, 

And,asther ftagding houſe to heaven didclimbe, 
7%" Hba © Whets 
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Where loath to make the Saintsatrend her long 
She's now a part both of the Quire, and Song. 
This World, in that great carthquake languiſhed, 
For ina common bath of reares it bled, 

Which drew the ſtrongelſtvitall ſpirits out : 

Bur ſuccovr'd then with a perplexed doubr, 
Whether the world did loſe, or gaine in this, 
(Becauſe ſince now no other way there is, 

But goodneſle, to ſee her, whom all would ſee, 

All muſt endeavour to be good as ſhee, ) 

This greatconſumption to a fever turn'd, 

And ſothe world had fits, it joy'd, it mourn'd, 
And, as men thinke,that Aguesphyſick are, 

And th'Ague being ſpent, give over care. 
Sothou ſicke World, miſtak'it thy ſelfe to bee 
Well, whenalas, thou'rt in a Lethargic . 

Her death did wound and tame thee than,and than 
Thou mighr'it have better ſpar'd the Sunne, or man, 
That wound was deep, bat 'tis more miſery, 

That chou hait loſt thy ſenſe and memory, 

Twas heavy then to heare thy voyceof mone, 
Bur this is worſe, tharthou art ſpeechleſſe growne, 
Thou halt torgot thy name thou hadſt; thou walt 
Nothing bur thee,and her thou haſt o'rpaſt. 

For as a child kept from the Fount,untill 

A prince, expeRed long, come to fulfill 

The ceremonies, thou unnam'd had'(t Jaid, 

Had not.hexcomming, thee her palace made : 

Her name defin'd thee, gave thee forme, and frame, 
And thou forgett'ſi to celebrate thy name, 
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Some moneths ſhe hath beenedead (burbeing dead, 
Meaſures of timesare all determined) 
But long ſheath beencaway, long, long, yet none 
Offers ro tell us who it is that's gone. 
But as in ſtates doubrtull of futureheires, 
When ſickneſle without remedie empaires 
The preſent Prince,they're loth it ſhould be ſaid, 
The Prince doth languiſh, or the Prince is dead : 
So mankinde fecling now a generall thaw, 
A ſtrong example gone, equall to law; 
The Cyment which did faithfully compa, 
And glueall vertues, now reſfolv'd, and ſlack'd, 
Thought it ſome blaſphemy to ſay ſh'was dead, 
Or that our weakneſle was diſcovered 
In that confeſhon, therefore ſpoke no more 
Then rongues,the Soule being gone, the loſle deplore. 
Butthoughir be too late to ſuccour thee, 
\ Sicke World, yea, dead, yea putrified, ſince ſhee 

Thy'intrinſique balme, and thy preſervative, 
Cannever berenew'd, thou never live, 
I / ſince no man can make thee live) will try, 
What wee may gaineby thy Anatomy. 
Her death hath taught us dearely, that thou art 
Corrupt and morrtall in thy pureſt part. 
Let no man fay,the world it ſelte being dead, 
Tis labour loſt to have diſcovered 
The worlds infirmities, ſince there 1s none 
Alive to ſtudy this difleQion | 
For there's a kinde of World remaining ſtil], 
Though (hee whichdid inanimate and fill 
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The world, be gone, yet in this laſt long night, 
Her Ghoſt doth walke,that is,a glimmering light, 
A faint weake love of vertue, and of good, 
Refleas from her, on them which underſtood 
Her worth;and though ſhe have ſhut in'all day, 
The twilight of her memory doth ſtay; 
Which, from the carcaſſeot the old world,free, 
Crecatesa new world,and new creatures bee 
Produc'd : the matter and the ſtuffe of this, 
Her vertue, and the forme our practice is : 
And thought to be thus elemented, arme 
Theſecreatures, from homeborne intrinſique harme, 
(For all aſſum'd unto this dignitie, 
, Somany weedlefle Paradiles bee, 
Which of themſelves produce no venemons (inne, 
Except ſome forraine Serpent bring it in) 
Yet becauſe outward ſtormes the ſtrongeſt breake, 
And ſtrength ir ſelfe by confidence growes weake, 
This new world may be ſafer, being told 
Te w{z The dangers and diſeaſes ofthe old : 
For with due temper men doe then forgoe, 
Or covet things,when they their true worth know. 
Tpoſibii- There is no health; Phyſitians ſay that wee, 
ty ef bealth Art beſt,enjoy but a neutralitie. 
And can'there bee worſe ficknefle, then to know 
That weare never well, nor can be ſo? 
Wee are borne ruinous: poore mothers cry, 
That children come not right,nor orderly, 
Except they headlong come and fall upon 
An ominous precipitation, Ph 
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How witty's ruine, how tmportunate 
Upon mankinde? it labonr'd to fruſtrate 
Even Godspurpoſe, and made woman, ſent 
For mans reliefe, cauſe of his languiſhmenr. 
They were to goodends,and they are foftill, 
Bur acceſſory ,and principall in il); 
For that firſt marriage was our funerall: 
One woman at one blow, then kiJl'd us all, 
And ſingly, one by one, they kill us now. 
We doe delightfully our ſelves allow 
To that conſumprion;and profuſely blinde, 
Wee kill our ſelves to propagate our kinde, 
And yet we do not that,we are not men : 
There is notnow that mankinde, which was then, 
\V'hen as, the Sunneand man did ſeeme to ſtrive, 
(loynt tenants of the world)who ſhould ſurvive. Sbortne/e 
\When, Stagge ,and Raven, and the long.livdtree, % 
Compar'd with man,dy'd in minoritie, 
When, if a ſlow pac'd ftarre had ftolne away 
From the obſervers marking,he mtght ſtay 
Two or three hundred yearesto feet againe, 
And then make np his obſervation plaine; 
When,as the age was long, the fiſe was great; 
Mans growth confeſs'd, and recompenc'd the meat, 
So ſpacious and large, that every Soule 
Did a faire Kingdome,and large Realme controule: 
And whenthe very ſtature,thus ereR, 
Did that ſoule a good way towards heaven dire. 
Where is this mankinde now?who lives to age, 
Fit to be made Herhuſalem his page? 
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Alas, we ſcarce live long enough to try 
Whether a true made clocke run right, or lie. 
Old Granſires talke of yeſterday with ſorrow : 
And for pur childrenwee reſerve to morrow, 
So ſhort is life, that every peſant ſtrives, 
 Inatorne houſe,or field, to have three lives, 
- Andasinlaſting, ſo in lengthis man, 
rw Contracted to an inch,who was a ſpanne; 
* Forhada man at firſt in forreſts {tray'd, 
Or ſhipwrack'd in the Sea, one would have laid 
A wager, that an Elephant, or Whale, 
That mer him, would not haſtily aſlaile 
A thing ſo equall to him: now alas, 
The Fairies, and the Pigmies well may paſle 
As credible; mankinde decayes ſo ſoone, 
We'areſcarce our Fathers ſhadowes caſt at noone: 
Onely death ads rour length: nor are wee growne 
In ſtature to be men, till we/are none, 
But this were light,did our lefle volume hold 
All the old Text ; or had wee chang'd to gold 
Their filver, or diſpos'd intoleſle glaſſe 
Spirits of vertue,which then ſcatter'd was. ' 
But cis not ſo : ware not retir'd, but dampr; 
And as our bodies ſo our mindes are crampt : 
"Tis ſhrinkirg, not cloſe weaving that hath thus, 
In minde, and body both bedwarfed us, 
Wee ſeeme ambitious, Gods whole worke t'undoe; 
Ot nothing hee made us, and we ſtrive too, 
To bring our ſelves to nothing backe; and wee 
Doe what wee can, to do't ſo ſoone as hee, 
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With new diſeaſes on our ſelves wee warre, 
And with new Phyſicke, a worſe Engin farre, 
Thus man, this worlds Vice-Emperour, in whom 
All faculties, all graces areat home ; 
Andifin other creatures they appeare, 
They're but mans Miniſters, and Legats there, 
To workeon their rcbellions, ard reduce 
Them to Civility, and re mans uſe, 
This man, whom God did wooe, and loth t'attend 
Till man came up, did downe to man deſcend, 
This man ſo great, that all that is, ts his, 
Oh what a trifle, and poore thing he is ! 

| Ifman wereany thing ; he's nothing now : 
Helpe, orat leaſt ſome time to walt, allow 
This other wants, yet when he did depart 
With her whom we lament, hee loſt his heart. 
She, of whom th' Ancients ſeem'd coprophelie, 
When they call'd vertues by the name of fhee ; 
Shee in whom vertue was fl muchrefin'd, 
That for allay unto ſo pure a minde 
Shee tooke the weaker Sex: ſhee that could drive 
The poyſonous tinEure, and the ſtaine of Eve, 
Out of her thought, and deeds; and purifie 
All, by a true religious Alchymie g 
She, ſhe is dead;(hee's dead : when thou knoweſt this, 
Thou knoweſt how poorea trifling thing mans. 
And learn'ſt thus much by our Anatomie, 
The heart being periſh'd, no part can be free. 
And that except thou feed (not banquet) on 


The ſupernaturall food, Religion: 
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Thy better growth growes withered, and ſcant ; 


Be more then man, or thou!ct leſſe then an Ant. 
Then as mankinde, ſo is the worlds whole frame 
Quite our of joynr, almoſt creared lame : 

For, before God had made up all the reſt, 
Corryptionentred; and deprav'd the beſt : 

It ſeis'd the Angells, and then firſt ofall , 

The world did in hercradle take a fall, 


——— 


And turn'd her braines, and tooke a generall maime, 


Vronging each joynt ofttYaniverſall frame. 

The nobleſt part, man, felt it firſt , and than 
anne xl Both beaſts andplants, curſt in the curſe of man, 
her parte, $0 did the world from the firſt houre decay, 


That evening was beginning of the day, 


And now the Springsand Sommers which we ſce, 


Like ſonnes of women after fiftic bee. 
And new Philoſophy calls all in doubt, 
The Element of fire is quite put out ; 
The Sun is loft, and th'carth, and no mans wit 
Can well dire him where to looke for it. 
And freely men confeſſe that this world's ſpent, 
When in the Planets, and the firmament 
They ſecke ſo many new , they ſee that this 
Is crumbled out againe to his Aromies, 

\* 18 all in peeces, all coherence gone; 
All juſt ſupply, and all Relation : 


Prince, Subje, Father, Sonne, are things forgot, 


For every man alone thinkes he hath gor 
To bea Phoenix, and that then can bee 
None of that kinde, of which he is, but hee. 
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This is the worlds condition now, and now 

She that ſhould all parts ro reunion bow, 

She that aadall Magnetique force alone, 

Todraw, and faſten ſundred parts in one; 

She whom wiſe nature had invented then 

\Vhen the obſerv'd that every ſort ofmen 

Did in their voyage 1n this worlds Sea ſtray, 

And needed a new coimpaſſefor their way ; * 

She that was beſt, ard firſt Originall 

Ofall faire coptes,and the generall 

Steward to Fate ; ſhe whoſe rich eyes, and breaſ}, 

Guiltthe Weſt-Indies, and pertum'd the Eaſt, 

Whoſe having breath'd in this world, did beſtow 

Spice on thoſe Iles, and bad them ſtill ſmell fo, 

And chat rich ladie which doth gold interre, 

Isbut as ſingle money coyn'd from her: 

She to whom this world muſt it (elte refer, 

As Suburbs, or the Microcoſme of her, 

Shee, ſhee is dead; fhee's dead : when thou knoweſt 

Thou knoweft how lame a criple this world 1s, (this 

And learn'i thus much by our Anatomy, 

That this worlds generall (ickneſſe doth not lic 

ln any humour, or one certaine patt ; | 

But as thou ſaweſt ir rotten at the heart, 

Thou ſceſt a He&ique feaver hath got hold 

Of the whole ſubſtance, not to be contrould, 

And that thou haſt but one way, not Vadmir 

The worlds infe&ion, to be none of it. 

For the worlds ſubrilſt immareriall parts 

Feelethis conſuming My, 77 ages darts, 
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For the worlds beauty is decai'd, or gone, 

Beauty, that's colour, and proportion. 

We thinke the heavens enjoy their Spherical! 
Their round proportionembracing al!, 

Bur yet their variousand perplexed courſe, 
Obſcrv'd in divers ages, doth enforce 

Men to finde out ſo many Eccentrique parts, 

Such divers downe- right lines, ſuch overthwarts, 
As diſproportion that pure forme: Ic teares - 

The Firmament incight and forty ſheires, 

And in theſe Conſtellations thenariſc 

New ſtarres, and old doe vanifh fromour eyes: 

As though heav'a ſuffered earthquakes, peace or war, 
When new Towers riſe, and 01d demoliſh't are. 
They have impal'd within a Zodiake 

The free-borne Sun, and keepe twelve Signes awake 
To watch his ſteps; the Goat and Crab controule, 


. And friglit him backe, who elſcto ctther Pole 


(Did not theſe tropiques fetter him) mighr-runne : 
For his courſe is not:round; nor can the Sunne 
Perfit a Circle, or maintaine his way 

One inch dire; but where he roſe to day 


_ Hecomesno more, but with a couzening line,... 


Steales by that point, and fo is Serpentine : 

And ſeeming weary with his reeling thus, . 

He meanesto {leepe, being now falne nearer us. 

So, of the Starres which boaſt thatthey doe runne 

In Circle till, none ends where he begun. 

All their proportion's lame, it finkes, it ſwels. 

For of Meridians, and Patallels, 
an 
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Man hath weav'd out a ner, and this ner throwne 
Upon the Heavens, and now they are hisowne: 
Loth to goe up the hill, or labour thus 
Togoe to heaven, we make heavencome tO us, 
\Weſpur, wereine the ſtarres, and in thetr race 
They're diverſly content t'obey our peace. | 
But keepes the earth her round proportion ſtill ? 
Doth not a Tenarus or higher hill | 
Riſe ſo high like a Rocke, that one might thinke 
The floating Moone would (hipwrack there & (inke > 
Seasare ſo deepe, that VVhales being ſirucke to day, 
Perchance to morrow ſcarſe at middle way 
Ot their wiſh'd journiesend,the bottome,die. 
And men, to ſound depths,'fo much line untie, 
As one might juſtly rhinke, that there would riſo - 
At end thereof, one of th' Antipodiest - 
Ifunder all, avault infernall bee, - 
(Which ſure is ſpacious, except that we 
Invent another torment, that there muſt 
Millions into a ſtraight hot roome be thruſt) 
Then ſolidnefle, and roundneſſehave no place. 
Are theſe bur warts, and pockholes in the face 
Ofth'earth; Thinke fo: buryer confeſſe, inthis 
The worlds proportion disfigured is; 
That thoſe two legges whereon it doth rely, - Diſorder in 
Reward and puniſhment are bent awry. ts fron 
And, Oh, it can no-more be queſizoned, 
That beauties beſt, proportion, isdead, 
Sirce even griefe it ſelfe, which now alone- 
ls left us, iswithoutproporrion. 
I13. 
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Shee by whole lines proportion ſhould bee But b 
Examin'd, meaſure of all Symmetree, | Colo 
Whom had that Ancient ſeen, who thonght ſoules And! 
Of Harmony, he would at next have ſaid (mac. WM Wer 
That Harmony was ſhee, and thence infer As a 
That ſoules were but Reſulcances from her, By lo 
And did from her into our bodies goe, Asgc 
As to our eyes, the formes from objects flow : Alt 
Shee, who it thoſe great DoQors truly ſaid \Whe 
Thatthe Arke to mans proportion was made, - WY Swad 
Had been atype for that, as that might be That 
A type of ker in this, thatcontrary Tom 
Both Elements and Paſſions liv'd at peace Andt 
Inher, who caus'd all Civill war toceaſc. Hinf 
_ Shee, after whom, what forme ſoc'r we ſee, Sight 
Is diſcord, and rude incongruitie, Yet 
She, ſhe is dead, (he's dead ; when thou know'ſt this, WI And: 
Thou knoweſt how ugly a monſter this world is: Dusk 
And learn'ſi thus much by our Anatomie, Our t 
That here is nothipg rocnamour thee : ls inn 
And that, not only faults in inward parts, Perch 
Corruptions in our braines, or in our hearts, If ihe 
Poyſoning the fountaines, whence our ations ſpring, {Ml But (1 
Endangerus: but that ifevery thing (bcat 
Be not done fitly'and in proportion, ASin 
To fatisfiewiſe, and good lookers on, Did a 
(Since moſt men be fuch as moſt thinke they bee) Who 
They'relothſome too, by this deformiric. Being 
For good, and well, muſi inoue ations meet , (For 
Wicked is not mnch worſe then indiſcreer. And1 


But 
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But beauties otherſecond Element, 
Colour, and laftire now, is as neere ſpent. 
And had the world ns juſt proportion, 
Were it a ring ftj1], yet the ſtone 15 gone. 
As a compaſſionate Turcoyle which doth tell 
By looking pale, the wearer is not well, 
Asgold falls ficke being ſtung with Mercuty, 
Allche worlds parts of ſuch complexion bee. 
\When nature was moſt buſe, the firſt weeke, 
Swadling the new borne carth, God ſeem'd to like 
That ſhe ſhould ſporr her ſelte ſometimes, and play, 
Tomingle, and vary colours every day : 
And then, as though ſhee could not make enough, 
Himfelfe his various Rainbow did allow, 
Sight is the nobleſt ſenſe of any one, 
Yet ſight hath only colour to feed on, 
Andcolour is decard : ſummers robe growes / 
Dukie, and like an oft dyed garment thowes, 
Our bluſhing red, which us'd in cheekes to ſpred, - 
inward ſunke,and only our ſoules are red. 
Petchance the world might have recovered, 
Ifſhe whom we lament had not beene dead : 
But (hee, in whom all white, and red, and blew 
(Bcantics ingredients) voluntary grew, 
ASinan unyext Paradiſc ; from whom 
Did all things verdure, and their luſtre come, 
Whoſe compoſition was miracu!ous, 
Being all colour, all diaphanous, 
(For Ayre, and Fire but thick groſſe bodies were, 
And livelieft ſtones but drowhie, and pale to her, ) 

Shee,' | 


— 
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She,ſhe is dead; ſhee's dead : when thou know'ſi this, 
Thou knoweſt how wan a Ghoſt this our world is; ' 
And learn'f thus much by our Anatomie, 
That it ſhould more affright, then pleaſure thee, 
And char, ſince all faire colour then did ſinke, 
'Tis now bur wicked vanitie, co thinke 

weakneſs T'@ colour vicious deeds with good pretence, 

in tbewant Or with bought colors to illude mens ſenſe. 

; 41 Nor in ought more this worlds decay appeares, 

ef beaven © .T henthat her influence the heav'n forbeares, 

ax4earb. Or that the Elements doenot feele this, 
The father, or the mother barren is. 
Thecloudes conceive not raine, or doe not powre, 
In the due birth time, downe the balmy ſhowre;, 
Th'ayre doth not motherly fit onthe carth, 
To hatch her {eaſons, and giveall things birth; 
Spring-times were common cradles, but are tombes; 

 Andfalſe-conceptions fill the generall wombes; . 

Ttrayre ſhowes ſuch Meteors, as nonecan ſee, 
Not only what they meane, but what they bee; 
Earth ſuch new wormes,as would have tronbled muct 
Th'Zgyptian Mages to have made more ſuch. 
What Artiſt now dares boaſt that he can bring 
Heaven hither, or.conſtellate any thing, 
So as the influence of thoſe ſtarres may bee 
Impriſon'd in an Hearbe, or Charme or Tree, 
And doeby touch, all which thoſe ſtars could doe? 
Thearrt is loſt, and correſpondence too. 
For heaven gives little, and the earth takes 1cſle, 
And man leaſt knowes their trade and purpoſes. i 


| 


—— 


[fchis commerce twixt heaven and earth were not 
Embarr'd, and allthis traffiquequite forgor, 

She, for whoſe loſſe we have lamented thus, 

Would worke more fully, and pow'rfully on us : 
Since herbes, and roots, by dying loſe nor all, 

But they, yea aſhes too, are medicinall, 

Death could not quench her vertue ſo, butithat 

[t would be ( if not follow'd ) wondred at : 

And all the world would be one dying ſwan, 

Toſing her funerall praiſe, and vaniſh than. 

But as ſome Serpents poyſon huttethnor, - 

Except it be from the live Serpent ſhot, 

Sodoth her vertue need her here, rofit 

That unto us; ſhee working more then ir. 

But ſhee, im whom ro ſuch maturity 

Vertue was growne,paſt growtk,that it maſt die, 

She, from whoſe influence all imprefſion came, 

But by receivers 1mpotencies, lame, 

Who, thongh ſhe could not tranſubſtantiate 

All ſtates rogold, yet guilded every ſtate, 

So that ſome Princes have ſome temperance; 
Some.Counſellers ſome purpoſe to advance 

The common profit, and ſome people have, | 
Some ſtay, no more then Kings ſhould give,to craves 
Some women have ſome taciturnity, 

Some nungeries ſome graines of chaſtitie. 

She that did thus much,and much more could doe, 
Butthat our age was Iron, and ruſtie too, 

Shee, ſhe isdead,'ſhe's dead; when thou knowſt this, 


Thou knowſt how dric a Cindetchis world 1s. 
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And learn'ft thus much by our Anatomy, 

That*ris in vaine to dew, or mollifie 

It with thy teares, or ſwear, or blood : niBthing 

Is worthour travaile, griete, or peruhing, * 

Burt rhoſe rich joyes, which did poſleſle her heart, 

Of which (he's now partaker, and a parr. 

But as ncuttingupa man that's dead, 

The body will not laſt ont,tohave read 

On every part, and therefore men dire&t 

Their ſpeech ro parts, that are of moſt effec; 

Sothe worlds carcafſe would not laft, if I 

Were punQtuall in this Anatomy, : 

Nor ſmels it well to hearers, if one cell 

Them their diſeaſe, who faine would think chy're well, 

Here therefore be the end : and, bleſicd maid. 

Of whom #s meant what ever bath been (aid, 

Or ſhallbeſpokenwell by any tongue, (ſong, 

Whoſe name refines courſe lines, and makes proſe 

Accept this tribure,and his firſt yeares renr, 

Whotill his darkeſhort tapers end be ſpent; - - 

Asoft as thy tcaſt ſees this widowed-carth, ' «i 

Will yearely celebrate thy fecond birth, 

That 1s, thy death; for though the ſoule of man 

Be got when naan 15 made, 'tis borne but than 

When man doth die,onrbody'sas the wombe, 

And, as a Mad-wife, death dire&s ithome. 

And you hercreatures, whom ſhe warkes upon, 

And have your laſt, and beſtconco&ion 

From her example, and her vertne, if you 

In reverencero het,dothinke it chuc, | A 
at 
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That no one ſhould her praiſes thus rehearſe, 
As matter fit for:Chronicle, not verſe; 
Vouchſafe to call ro minde that God did make 
Alaſt, and lafting'ſt peece, a fong, He ſpake 

To Moſes to deliver unto all, 

That ſong, becauſe hee knew they would let fall 
The Law, the Prophets, and the Hiſtory, 

But keepe the ſong ſtill in their memory: 

Such an opinion, 1n due meaſure, made 

Methis great office boldly to invade: 

Nor could incomprehenſibleneſle dererre 
Mec,from thus trying to empriſon her, 

Which when I ſaw that a ſtri& grave could doe, 
[ aw not why verſe might not do ſo roo, 


Verſe hath a middle nature, heaven keepes Soules, 
The Grave keepes bodies, Verſe the Fame enroules.” 
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Ts loft to truſt a Tombe with ſuch a gueſt, 

Or to confine her in a marble cheſt, 

Alas, what's Marble, Jeat, or Porphyrie, 

Priz'd with the Chryſolite of either eye, 

Or with thoſe Pearles, and Rubies, which ſhe was? 

Joyne the rwo Indies in one Tombe,'cis glaſle, 

And ſo isall to her materials, 

Though every inch were ten Eſcurials; 

Yet ſhe's demolifh'd : can wee keepe her then 

Inworksof hands, or of the wits of men? 

Cantheſe memorials,ragges of paper, give 

Lifeto that name, by whichname they muſilive? 

Sickly, alas, (hort-liv'd, aborted bee 

Thoſecarcaſle verſes, whoſe ſoule is not ſhee. 

And can ſhee, whono longer would be ſhee, 

Being fucha Tabernacle, ſtoop to be 

In paper wrapt; or when ſhee would not lie 

In ſuch a houſe, dwell inan Elegie> 

But 'tis no matter; wee may wellallow 

Verſe to live ſolongas the world will now, 

For her death wounded ir. The world containes 

Princes for armes, and counſellors for braines, 

Lawyers for tongues, Dtvines for hearts, and more, 

Therich tor ſtomackes, and for backs the poore; 
F Tie 
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The officers for hands, merchants for feer, 

By which, remote and diſtant Countries meet, 
But choſe fine ſpirits which do tune, and ſer 

This Organ, are thoſe peeces, which beger 
Wonder and love; and theſe were ſhee; and ſhee 
Being ſpent, the world muſt needs decrepit bee; 
For {1ince death will proceed to triumph til}, 
Hecan finde norhiog, atter her, to kill, 

Except the world it ſelfe, fo great was ſhee. 
Thus brave and confident may Nature bee, 
Death cannot give her ſuch another blow, 
Becauſe ſhee cannot ſuch another (how. 

But muſt wee ſay ſhe's dead? may't nor be ſaid 
That as a ſundred clocke is peecemeale laid, 
Notto be loſt, but by the makers hand 
Repolliſh'd, withqurt errour then to ſtand, 

Oras the Aﬀeique Niger (treame enwombs 
Itſelfe into the earth, and after comes 

(Having firſt made a naturcall bridge, to paſſe 
For many leagues) farre greater then it was, 
May't not be (aid, that her grave (ball reſtore 
Her, greater, purer, firmer, thenbefore? 
Heaven may ſay this, and joy in'r,butcan wee 
Who live, and lacke her, here,this vantage ſee? 
What is't to us; alas, ifthere have beene 

An Angell made a Throne, or Cherubin? 

Wee loſe by't: and as aged men arc glad 

being taſtleſſe growne,to joy in joyes they had, 
Sonow the ſick ſtarv'd world muſt feed upon 


This joy, that we had ber, who now is gone. — | 
| Kk 3 Rejoyce 
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Rejoyce theg Nature, andrhis VVoeld, that you, 
Fearing the [aft fires haſtning ro ſubdue 

Your force and vigour,cre it wereneere gone, 
Wiſely beſtow'd andlaid it all on one; 

One, whoſe cleare body was ſo pure and thinne, 
Becauſe it need diſguiſe no thought within, 
'Twas but a through-light ſcarfe, herminde tinrou!e, 
Or exhalation breath'd out from her Soule. 

One, whomall men who durſtno more, admir'd: 
And whom, who ere had worke enough, defir'd; 

As when a Temple's built, Saintsemulate 

To which of them, it thall be conſecrare. 

Bur, as when heaven lookes on us with new eyes, 
Thoſe new ſtarresevery Artiſt exerciſe, , 
VVhat place they ſhould affigne ro them they doubt, 
Argue,'and agree not,till thoſe ſtarres goe out : 

So the world fiudied whoſe this peece thould be, 
Till ſhee can be no bodies elſe, nor ſhee: 

Bur like a Lampe of Balſamum, deſir'd 

Rather t'adorne, then laſt, ſhe ſoone expir'd, 
Cloath'd in her virgin white integritie, 

For marriage, though ir doth nor taine, doth dic. 
To ſcape th'infirmities which wair u 

VVoman, ſhe went away, before ſh'iwasone; 

And the worlds bufie noyfe to overcome, 

Tooke {o mach death, as ſerv'd for opium, 

For though ſhe eouldinor, nor could chaſe rodye, 
Sheath yecIdedto roo Jong ancxtaſte ; | 

Hee which not knowing her ſaid Hiſtory, 


Should come to reade the booke of deftiny,: : 
Wb: ow 
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How faire, and chaſt, humble, and high ſhe'ad been, 

Much promis'd, much perform'd, atnot fifteene, 

And meaſuring future things, by things before, 

Should turne the leafe to reade, and reade no more, 

VVould thinke that either deſtiny miſtooke, 

Or that ſome leaves were torne out of the booke. 

But *cis not ſo, Fate did but uſher her 

Toycares of reaſons uſe, and then inferre 

Her deſtiny to her ſelfe, which liberty 

She tooke, bur for thus much, thus much to die. 

Her modeſtie not ſuffering her ro bee 

Fellow-Commiſhoner with Deftinie, 

She did no more but die; if after her 

Any (hall live, which dare true good prefer; 

Every ſuch perſon is herdeligate, | 

Taccompliſh that which ſhould have beene her Fate. 

They ſhall makeup that Booke and ſhall have thanks 

Of Fate, and her, tor filling up their blankes., 

Forfuture vertuous deeds are Legacies, 

VVhich from the gift ofher example riſe; 

And'tis in heav*n part of ſpirituall mirth, 

Toſee how well the good play her, on carth. 
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OF THE 
PROGRESSE 
OF THE SOULE, 


Wherem, | 
By occaſion of the Religious death of 


Miftris ELizaBeETH DRrvxy, 


the incommodities of the Soule in 
this life, and her exaltation in 
the next, are contemplated, 


— Ry Co—_—_—_—————— — = NPI nanas ae. ni 


The ſecend Anniverſary, 


—— <2 — —  — 


- — > ———_—— 
o — 


= 


The Harbingex to the 


PROGRESSE. 
T9 Soules move here, and mine ( a third) muſt 
Paces of admiration, and of love; (move 


Thy Soule (deare virgin) whoſe this tributeis, 
Mov'd from this mortall Spheare to lively blifſe; , 
: Ll Ag 
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And yet moves {iill, and ſtill aſpires to fee Still vp! 
The worlds laſt day, thy glories full degree : Honor t 
Like asthoſe ſtatres which thono'rJookeſt farre, And fin 
Are in their place, and yet (till movedare : Ohleth 
No ſoule (whiles with the luggage of this clay And ifel 
It clogged is ) can follow thee halfe way ; Or what 
Or ſee thy flight, which doth our thoughts outgoc = Thoſe at 
So faſt, that now the lightning moves bat ſlow : Which | 
But now thou art as high in heaven flowne 

As heaven's from us ; what ſoule beſides thine owne 

Can tell thy joyes, or ſay he can relate | 

Thy&1lorions Journals in that bleſſed Nate > 

I enviethee (Rich Toule) I envy thee, 

Although I cannot yet thy glory ſee : 

And thou (great ſpirit) which hers follow'd haſt 

So faſt, as none can follow thine ſo faſt , 
Sofar,asn20nccantollow thine ſo farre, 

(And if this fleth did not the paſſage barre 

Had(t caught her) let me wonder at thy flight 

Which long agone had(t loſt the vulgar Gghr, 

And now mak (t proud the better eyes, that they 

Can ſee thee le{s'ned in thine ayery way ; 

So while thon mak'*ſt her fonle by progrefle knowne 

Thou mak'it a noble progrefſle of thine owne. 
From this worlds carkafle having mounted high 

To that pure life of immortalitie ; 

Since thine aſpiring thoughts themſelves ſo railc 
That more may not beſeeme a creatures praiſe, 

 - Yer till chou vow'ſt her more, and every yeare 
Mak'fta new progrefſe, while thou wandreſ here ; : 
| tl 
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Still upward mount ; and let thy Makers praiſe 

Honor thy Laura, and adorne thy laies. 

And ſince thy Muſe her head in heaven ſhrouds, 

0h1et her never ſtoope below the clouds : 

And ifthofe glorious fainted ſoules may know 

Or what wee doe, or what wee ſing below, 

Thoſe as, thoſe ſongs ſhall ſtill cogtent them beſt 

Which praiſe thoſe awfull Powers that make them 
(bleſt. 
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O F 
THE PROGRESSE 


OF THE SOULE. 


The ſecond Anniverſarie, 


N2rbing could make me ſooner to confeſle 


That this world had an everlaſtingnefle, 
Then to conſider, that a yeare 1s runne, 
Since both this lower world's, and the Sunnes Sunne, 
The Luſtre, and the vigor of this all, 
Did ſet; 'twere blaſphemie to ſay, did fall. 
Burasa ſhip which hath ſtrooke faile, doth runne 
By force of that force whichbefore, it wonne : 
Oras ſometimes in a beheaded man, 
Thovgh at thoſe two Red ſeas, which freely ranne, 
One from the Trunke, another from the Head, 
His ſoule he ſaid, ro her eternall bed, 
His eyes will ewinckle, and his tongue will roll, 
As though he beckned, and cal'd backe his ſoule, 
Hegraſpes his hands, and he pulls up his feet, 
And ſeemes to reach, and to ſtep forth to meer 
His ſoule ; when all theſe motions which we ſaw, 


Are but as Ice, which crackles at a thaw : , 
| £. 
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Or as aLute, which in moiſt weather, rings 
Her kneltalone, by cracking of her ſtrings. 
So ftrugglesthis dead world, now ſhee isgore ; 
For there is MOt1ON in corruption. 
As ſome daies arezat the Creationnam'd, 
Before the Sunne, the which tram'd daies, was framvd: 
So after this Sunne's ſer, ſome ſhew appeares, 
And orderly viciflitude of yeares. 
Yet a new deluge, and of Zethe flood, 
Hath drown'd us all, All have forgot all good, 
Forgetting her, the maine reſerve of all, 
Yet in this deluge, grofle and general}, 
Thou ſeeſt me ſtrive for life ; my life ſhall bee, 
Tobe hereafter prais'd, for prayſing thee, 
Immortall maid, who though thou would'ſt refuſe 
The name of Mother, be unto my Muſe 
A Father, ſinceher chaſt Ambition is 
Yearely to bring forth ſuch a child asthis. 
Theſe Hymnes may worke on future wits, and ſo 
May great Grand children of thy prayſes grow. 
And ſo, though not revive, embalme and ſpice 
The world, which elſe would putrifie with vice. 
For thus, Man may extend thy progeny, 
Untill man doe bur vaniſh, and not die. 
Theſe Hymnes thy iſſue, may encreaſe ſo long, 
Astill Gods great Yerite change the ſong. 
Thirſt for that time, O my inſatiate ſoule, A inſt diſt 
And ſerve thy thirſt, with Gods ſafe-fealing Bowle. eragn ae | 
Be thirſtie till, and drinke (till till chou goe 
Toth'only Health, to be Hydroprique fo, 
[13 Ferget 
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Forget this rotten world; And unto thee Sta 
Let thine owne times as an old ftorie bee (Hz 
Be not concern'd: ſtudic not why nor when , She 
Doe not ſo much as not beleeve a man. Wi 
For though to erre, be worſt, rotry truths forth, The 
Is far moze buſinefle, then this world is worth. He. 
The world is but a carkaſle; thou art fed Thi 
By it, but asa worme, that carkaſle bred , WI 
And why ſhould' thou,poore worme, conſider more WI \\ 
When this world will grow better then before, Anc 


Then thoſe thy fellow wormes doe thinke upon 
That carkaſſes laſtreſurrefion. 

Forget this world, and ſcarce thinke of it ſo, 

As of old clothes, caſt offa yeare agoe. 

To be thus ſtupid is Alacritie 

Men thus Lethargique have beſt Memory. 
Lookupward; that's towards her, whoſe happy ſlate 
We now lament nor, but congratulate. 

Sheec, to whom all this world was but a ſtage, 
Whereall ſat harkning how her yourhfull age 
Should be emploi'd, becauſe in all ſhee did, 

Some Figure of the Golden times was hid. 

Vho could not lacke, what e'r this world could give, 
Becauſe ſhee was the forme, that made it live ; 

Nor could complaine, that this world was unfit 
Tobeſtaid in, then when'ſhee was in it ; 

Shee that firſt tried indifferent deſires 
By vettue, and yertue by religious fires, 
Shee to whoſe perſon Paradiſe adher'd, 


As Courts to Princes, ſhee whoſe cyes _—_ 
ar- 


EO "En 


Poems. 26} 
Star-light enough, t'have made the South controule, 
(Had (hee beene there) the Star-full Northerne Pole, 
Shee,ſhe is gone; ſhe 15s gone; when thou knoweſt this, 
What fragmentary rubbidge thisworld is 
Thou knoweſ}, and that it 15 not wortha thovght 
He honors it toO much that thinkes 1t noughr. 
Thinke then, my ſoule, that death is but a Groome, 
Which brings a Taper to the outward roome, 
hence thou ſpieti firſt a lictle glimmering light, 
Andafter brings it nearer to thy fight : 
For ſuch approaches doth heaven make in death. 
Thinke thy ſelfe labouring now with broken breath, 
And thinke thoſe broken and ſoft Notes to bee 
Diviſion, and thy happyeſt Harmonie. 
Thinke thee laid on thy death-bed, looſe and ſlacke ; 
Andthinke that,but unbinding ot a packe, 
Totake one prectousthing, thy loule from thence, 
Thunke thy ſelfe patch'd with fevers violence, 
Anger thine ague more, by calling ir 
Thy Phyficke ; chide the ſlackneſle of the fir. 
tinke that thou hear'ſt thy knell and think no more, 
Butthat, as Bels cal'd thee to Church before, 
othis, to the Triumphant Church, calls thee, 
ninke Satans Sergeants round about thee bee, 
\nd thinke that but for Legacies they thruſt , 
we one thy Pride, to'another give thy Luſt : 
alve them thoſe ſinnes which they gave thee before, 
\ndtruſt th'immaculate blood to waſh thy ſcore. 
ilinke thy friends weeping round,& thinke that they 
"eepe but becauſe they goe not yet thy way. 
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Thinkethart rhey cloſe thine eyes, and thinke in this, 
That they confeſſe much inthe world, amiſle, 
Who dare not truſt a dead mans eye w**h thar, 
Which they from God, and Angels . yer nor. 
Thinke that they ſhroud thee up, & think from thence 
They reinveſt thee in white innocence, 

Thinke that thy body rots, and (it ſo low, 

Thy ſoule exalted fo, thy thoughts can:goe,) 
Think thee a Prince, who of themſelves create 
Wormes which inſenfibly devoure their State, 
Thinke that they bury thee, and thinke that right 
Laies thee to ſ{leepe but a Saint Lucies night. 
Thinke theſe things cheeretully : and if thou bee 
Drowſie or {lacke, remember then that ſhee, 
Shee whoſe complexion was ſo even made, 

That which of her ingredients ſhould invade 

The other three, no Feare, no Art could gueſle: 
So far were all remov'd from more or lefle. 

But as in Mirthridate, or juſt perfumes, 

Whereall good things being mer, noone preſumes 
To governe, or totriumph on the reſt, 

Only becauſe all were, no part was beſt, 

And as, though all doe know, that quantities 

Are made of lines, and lines from Points ariſe, 
Nonecan theſe lines or quantities unjoynt, 

And ſay this isa line, or this a point: 

So though the Elements and Humors were 

In her, one could not ſay, this governes there, 
Whoſe even conſtitution might have woon 


Any diſeaſe to venter on the Sunne, ma 
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Rather then her: and make a ſpirit feare, 
That hee toodiſuniting ſabjeR were. 
To whoſe proportions if we would compare 
Cubes, th'aremaſtable; Circles, Angular, 
She who was ſuch a chaine as Fate employes 
To bring mankinde all Fortunes it enjoyes; 
So faſt , ſo even wrought, as one would chinke, 
No accident could threaten any linke; 
Shee, mee embrac'd a ſickneſſe,pave it meat, 
The pureſt blood, and breath, that e'c it eate; 
And hath taught us, that thougha good man hath 
Titleto heaven, and plead it by his Faith, 
And thoughhe may pretend a conqueſt, {ince 
Heaven was content to ſuffer violence, 
Yeathoughhee plead a long poſſeſſion too, (do) 
(For they're in heaven on carth who heavens workes 
Though hee had right and power and place, before, 
Yetdeath muſt uſher, and unlocke the doore. 
Thinke further on thy (clfe, my Soule, and thinke 
How thou at firſt waſt made bur in a finke; 
Thinke that it argued ſome infirmitie, 
That thoſe two ſoules,which then thou foundi inme, 
Thou fedſt upon, and drewſt into thee both 
My ſecond foule of ſenſe, and firſt of growth. 
Thinke but how poore thou waſt, how obnoxious; 
Whom a ſmall lumpe of fleſh could poyſon thus, 
Thiscurded milke, this poore unlittered whelpe 
My body, could, beyond eſcape or helpe, 
lnfe& thee with Originall ſinne, and thou 
Couldft neither then refuſe, nor leave it now. 
— 
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Thinke that no ſtubborne ſullen Anchorit, 

Which fixt to a pillar,or a grave, doth fir 

Bedded, and bath'd in all his ordures, dwels 

So fowly as our Soules in their firſt built Cels, 
Thinke in how poore a priſon thou didſt lic 
After,cnabled but to ſuck, and crie. (Inne, 
Thinke, when *cwas growne to molt, 'twas a poore 
A Province pack'd up in two yards of skinne, 

And that uſurp'd or threatned with a rage 

Of (ickneſſes, or their rrue mother, Age. 

But thinke that death hath now enfranchis'd thee 


Her bbey Thou haſt thy'expanſion now, and libertie; 


Thinke that a ruſtie Peece diſcharg'd is flowne 
In peeces, andthe bullets his owne, 
And freely flies: this to thy Soule allow, (now. 
Thioke thy ſhel] broke, thinke thy Soule hatch'd but 
And think this ſlow-pac'd ſoule which late didclcave 
o'abody,and went but by the bodies leave, 
Twenty perchance or thirty milea day, 
Diſpatches.in a minute all the way 
Twixt heayen, and earth; ſhe ſtayes not in theayre, 
To looke what Meteorsthere themſelves prepare; 
She carriesnodeſire to know, norſenſe, 
Whether th'ayres middle region be intenſe, 
For rh'Blement of fire, ſhe doth not know, 
Whether ſhe paſt by ſuch a place or no, 
She bairs notat the Moone, nor cares to trie © 
Whether in that new world, menlive, and die. 
Ven: retards her not, to'enquire, how ſhee = 
Can, (being 6ne ſtarre) Heſper,and Yeſper bee; 
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Hee that charm'ddre@ eyes, ſweer Mercury, © 
Workes not @n her, who now1is growne all eye, 
Whoifſhe meet the bodyof the Sonne, 

Goes through, not-ftaying till his courſe be runne; 
Who findesm Mar5his Campe no corps of Guard, - 
Nor is by 10ve, norby his father bard, 

But ere The can confider how ſhe wenr, 

Atronce is at, and through the Firmament. 

Andas theſe ſtarres were but ſo many beads 

Strung on one ſtring; ſpeed undiftinguifh'd leads 

Her throughthoſe Spheares, as through the beads, a 
Whole quick ſaccefſi6 makes it ſtill one thing: (firing, 
As doth the pith, which, left our bodies ſlacke, 

Strings faſt the Imtle bones ofnecke, and backe; 

So by the Soule dorh death firing Heaven and Earth, 
For whem'our Soule . enjoyes this her third birth, 
(Creation gave her one, a ſecond, grace, ) 

Heaven is as neare, and preſent to her face, 

As colougs are, and objeAs, inaroome. . 
Whete flarkneffe was before, when Tapers come. 
This muſt; my Sovle, thy-long-fhorr Progrefſe bee, 
Toadvancetheſerhoughts, Remember then that ſhe, 
Ste, whoſe faire body no ſuch priſon was, 

But that a Soule might well be pleas'd” ro paſſe 

An age in her;ſhe-whoſerich beauty lent 

Mintage toother beauties, for they went 

but for ſo muchasthey were like to her, 

ice, in whoſe body'(if we dare preferre - 

This low world, to ſo high a marke as ſhee,). 

[he Weſterne treafure, Eaſterne ſpicctie, 
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Enrope, and Afrique, andthe unknowne reſt 
Wereeaſily found, or what in them was beſt, 
And when w'have made this large diſcoverie 
Ofall, in her ſome one part then will bee 
Twenty ſuch parts, whoſe plenty and riches is 
Enough to make twenty ſuch worldsasthis; 
Shee, whom had they knowne who did firſt betroth 
The Tutelar Angels, and aſſigned one, both 
To Nations, Cities, and to Companies, 
To FunGions, Offices, and dignuties, 
And to cach ſeverall man, to him, and him, 
They would have given her one for every limbe; 
She, of whoſe ſoule, if wee may ſay, 'twas gold, 
Her body was th'Ele&rum, and did hold 
Many degrees of that; wee underiiood 
Her by her ſight; her pure, and eloquent blood 
Spoke in het cheekes, and fo diſtinaly wrought, 
That one mightalmolt fay, her body thought; 
Shee, ſhee, thus richly and largely hous 'd, 4s gone: . 
And chides us {low-pac'd ſhailes who-ctawle tjpon - ' 
Our priſons priſon, earth, nor thinkeus well; © 
Longer, then whil'& wee beare our brittle ſhell. 
Burt 'ewere butlitrle to have chang'd our roome, 
If, as we were-inthis our living Tombe 
 Opprce(s'd wich ignorance, wee ſtill were ſo. 
Poore foals, in this thy fleſh what doſt thou know? 
Thou know'ſtthy ſelfe ſo little, as thou know'lt not, 
How thou dididie, nor how thou waſt begot. 
Thou neither know'ſt, how thou at firſt cam'(k.in, 
Nor bow thoutook'fi the poyſon of mans finne. 


— 
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Nor doſt thou,(chough thou know'ſi,that thouart ſo) 

By what way thou art made immortgH, know, 

Thou art roo narrow, wreech, rocomprebend 

Even thy (cl fe: yea though thou wouldſt but bend 

To know thy body. Have not all ſoules thought 

For many apes, that our bady'is wrought 

Ofaire, and fire, and other Elements >2,,. ' 

Andnow they thinke of new ingredients; 

And one Soule thinkes one, and another way 

Another thinkes, and 'tis aneven lay. _ 

Knowſt thou bur how the ſtone doth enter in - 

The bladders cave, and never. brake the skinne? + +. 

Know'ſt thou how blood, which-to the heart doth 

Doth from one ventricleto th'other goe > (flow, 

And for the putrid ſiuffe,-which thou gdoſt ſpit, 

Know'ſt thou how thy 7:6. tat atractedit? 

There are no paſſages,-{othartithexe is: |. ..; 

(For ought-thou know*f\)piercing of ſubſtances, 

And of thoſe. many opinions which.men raiſe 

0t Nailes and Haires,qolt chou know which to praiſe? 

What hope have wee to know ourſelves, when wee 

Know not the leaſt things, which for our uſe be? 

Wee ſee in Authors, roo iffe to recanr, 

A hundred controverſiesof an Ant; 

And yet one-watches, ſtarves, freeſes, and ſweats, 

To know but Catechiſmes and Alphabets 

Ofunconcerning things; matters of fac, 

How others-0n our ſtage their parts did Act, 

What Caſar did, yea, and what Cicers ſaid, . . . 

Why graſſes greene, or wy our bloods red, .. 
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Arc'tiyReries which nono have eoachdunto,-: © 
In this low formezpoorefonle, what wilt thi doe 
When wilt thotiſtle dff this Pedancery, 193767 <7] 
Ofbeing raught by ſenſe, and Fantaſie ? 

Thou look*ſt throngh ſpectacles; ſmall things ſeeme 
Below ; But up.utit#the warch-rowre grh "(grete 
And ſee all things ſpohFdoÞ fallacies! i» 

Thou ſhalr notipeepethrotgh larrices of eyes; 

Nor heatethrough Labyrinths of cares, nor learne 
By circuit, or colleRionsro-difcerne, - - :: :- 

In heaventRdifiraightkndw'll all , concertiihizit, | 
And what eoncerhes# not; (hal firaightſoiger, 
There thou (but iyno-dtherſchoole) maiſt bee 
Perchance, as keatned: and asfall, as ſhee, - 

Shee whoulHibraries kadthrouphily read 

At home inher owe thoughts, arid raiſe 

So much good a#'wenildimare' a many mor: 

Shee whoſe example they muſt all implore;”.: + 
Who wouldor doe, or thitke well, and confoſle | 
Thar all che verrtcns Aions they expreſſs,”2 i WY 
Are butatiew; hl worſe edition ' -- 7 w- 0 
Of her ſome one thought, orone action : 

She who in tlrart of knowing Heaven, was: owe 
Here uponearth, tofuch perfeRion,-!';:''s 1 - 

That ſhe hath; ever fineets Heaven the came,” 

(In a far fairerpoint, ) but read the ſane 5 

Shee, ſhee nor ſatisfied with all this waiphr, 


(For ſo mnch wad would overſea te © 

Another, ditbnthall ere ts _ wFd 

As well Prey as pet perfei ” F 
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And cals us after her; in thar ſhee tooke,: - | 
(Taking her ſelfe) ourbeſt, and worthieſt bobke, 5-- fron: 
Returne nor, my Soulc, from this extalic, pany in this 
And meditation of what thou ſhalt bee, p any bu 
To earthly thoughts, till it tothee appeare, gh ct 
With whomthy converſation-muftrberhere,' 

With whom wilt thou converſe ? what ſtation 
Canſtthouchoſeour, free from infetion > 

That will not give thee theirs, nordrinke in thine? 

Shalt thou not findea ſpungie MHacke Dwine, 

Drinke and ſucke in th'inftrudtions of great men, 

And forthe word of God, ventthem agen? ' 

Arethere not ſome Courts ( and'then, no things bee 

Solike as Courts ) which, in thislertus fee,  - 

That wits, and tongues of Libellersare _—_ 

Becauſe they do more ill, then theſe can 

The poyſon's gone through all, poyſons afolt 

Chiefly the chiefeſtparts, but ſome, effe&- ' 

In nailes, and haires; yea CXCrements, will ſhow; ' © 

Solyes the poyſon ofſinne in the moſt tow,” - 

Up, wp, my. drowhie Soule, whore thy new eare 

Shall inthe Angels ſongs no diſcord heare', 

Where thou ſhaltſce the bleſſed Mother-maid 

Joy in not being that, which-men have'ſaid. 

Where ſhe is. exalted more for being. good, 

Then for her intereſt of Mother-hood: 

Up to thoſe Patciarchs, which did longer fic | 

ExpeCting Chriſt, theathey'bave enjoy'd him yet. 


Upto thoſe Ptophets, which now gladly ſee * 
Their Prophorgoons robe row lay 


Up 


_ 
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Up to th'Apoſiles, who did bravely runne 
All the Suns courſe, with morelighrthenthe Sunne, 
Up tothoſe Martyrs, who did calmly bleed 
Oyle to th' Apoſtles Lamps, dew to their ſeed. 
Uptothoſe Virgins, who thought, that almoſt 
They made joyntenants with the Holy Ghoſt , 
Ifthey:to any ſhould-his Temple give. - 
Up, up, for in that ſquadron there doth live 

She, who hath carried thirher new degrees 

(As to their number ). to their dignities, 

Shee, who being to herfelfea State, injoy'd 

All royalties which any State employ'd; 

For ſhee made warres, and triumph'd; reaſon fill 
Did nor o'cthrow, bur retifie her will : 

And ſhe made peace, for no peace is like this, 
That beauty, and chaſtity togetherkiſſe: 

She did high juſtice, for ſhecrucified 

Every firſt motion of rebellious pride : 

And ſhe gave pardons, and'was liberall, 

For, onely her ſelte except, ſhepardon'd all : 
Shee coy'nd, in this, that her impreſſion gave 

To all our aQionsall the worth they have: 

She gave proteQions; the thoughts of herbreſt 
Satans rude Officers could ne's arreſt. 

As theſe prerogatives being met in one, 

Made her aſoveraigne State; religion 

Made hera Church;and theſe two made her all. 
She who was all this All, and could nor fall 

To worſe by company, ( for ſhe was ftill 

More Antidote, then all the world was ll, 


Shee, ſhee doth leave ic, and by Death, ſurvive 
All this, in Heaven, whether who doth not firive 
The more, becauſe ſhees there, he dothnot know 
That accidental! joyes in Heaven doe grow. 
But pauſe, ray ſoule ; And ſtudy ere thou fall 
On accidentall joyecs, th'eſſentiall. 
$::;i before Acceſſories doe abide 
A triall, muſt the principall be tride, | 
And what cltentiall joy can't thou expet 
Herenpon carth > what permanent effe&t 
Of trantitory cauſes > Doſt thou love 
Beauty 2 (And beauty worthy'(t is to move) 
Poore couſened couſenor, that ſhe, and that thou, 
Which did begin to love, are neither now; 
You are both fluid, chang'd ſince yeſterday ; 
Next day repaires, (but 111) laſt dayes decay. 
Nor are, (although the river keepe thename) 
Yeltcrdaies waters, and to daics the ſame. 
$0 owes her facc,and thine eyes;neithernow 
That Saint noc Pilgrime, which your loving vow 
Concern'd, remaines, but whilſt you thinke you bee 
Conſtant, you'are hourely in inconſtancie. 
Honour may have pretence unto our love, 
Becauſe that God did live fo long above 
\Withour this Honour, and then lov'd it fo, 
That he at laſt made creatures to beſtow 
Honour on him ; nor that he needed it, 
But that, to hishands, man might grow more fit. 
But ſince all Honours from inferiours flow, 
(For they doe give itz Princes doebut ſhew _ 
Whom they would have ſo honor'd) and that this 
On ſuch opinions, and capacities 
[s builr, as riſe and fall, to more and lefſe: 
Alas, "tis but acaſuall happineſſe. 
Hath eyer any man wha affign'd) © 
6 | " Ya og 
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This or that happineſle to'arreft his minde, 

But that another man which takes a worſe, 
Thinks him a foole for having tane that courſe > 
They who did labour Babels towerto'ere&, 
Might have conſidered, that for that cffe&, 
All this whole ſolid Earth could not allow 
Nor furniſh forth materialls enough ; 

And that his Center, to raiſe ſacha place 
Wasfarre too little, to have beene the Baſe ; 
No moereaffords this world, foundation 

To erc& true joy, wereall the meanes in one. 
But as the Heathen made them ſeverall gods, 
Ofall Gods benefits, and all his rods, 

(For as the Wine, and Corne, and Onions arc 
Gods unto them, ſo Agues bee, and warre) 
And asby changing that whole precious Gold 
To ſuch ſmall Copper coynes, they loſt the 01d, 
And loſt their only God, who ever muſt | 
Be ſought alone, and not in ſuch a thruſt: 

So much, mankinde true happineſle miſtakes; 
No Joy enjoyes that man, that many makes, 
Then, Soule, to thy firſt pitch worke up againe ; 
Know that all lines which circles doe containe, 
For once that they the Center touch,doe touch 
Twice the circumference!; and be thon ſuch; 
Double on heaven thy thoughts on earrh emploid ; 
All will not ſerve; Only who have enjoy'd 
The fight of God, in fulneſſe, can thinke it ; 
For it is both the objeR, and the wit. 

This is efſentiall joy, where neither kee 

Can ſuffer diminution, nor wee ; 
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'Tis ſucha fall, and ſucha fillinggood ; 
Had ch'Angels oncelook'd on him, they had ſtood, 
To fill the place of ene of them, or more, 
Shee whom wee celebrate, is gone before. 
She, who had here ſo much efſentiall joy, 
As no chancecould diſiraQt, much leſſe deſtroy ; 
Who with Gods preſence was acquainted ſo, 
(Hearing, and ſpeaking to him) as rtoknow 
His face inany naturall Stone, or Tree, 
Better then when in Images they bee : 
Who kept by diligent devotion, 
Gods Image, in ſuch reparation, | 
1 Within her heart, that what decay was growne, 
Was her firſt Parents faulr, and not her ewne : 
Who bcing ſolicited to any a, 
Still heard God pleading his ſafe precontrad z 
Who by a faithfullconfidence, was here 
Betroth'd to God, and now is married there ; 
Whoſe twilights were morecleare,then our mid-day; 
Who dreamt devoutlier, then moſtnſe to pray ; 
Who being here fil'd with grace, yet ſtrove ta bee, 
Both where more grace, and more capacitic 
At once is given: ſhe ro Heaven is gone, 
Who made this world in ſome proportion 
A heaven, and here, became unto us all, 
Joy, (as our joyes admit) efſentiall. FER?” 
Bur could this low world joyes eſfentiall touch, EApns + 
Heavens accidental joyes would paſſe them much, beth placety 
How poore and lame, muſt then our cafuall bee 2 
if thy Prince will his ſubje&s to call the-: 
My Lord, and this doe (wel! thee. r! 64 art than, . 
N n * Y, 
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By being greater, growne to bee lefle Man. 

When no Phyfitian of redrefſe can ſpeake, 

A joyfull caſuall violence may breake 

A dangerous Apoſtem in thy breaſt , 

And whil'tthou joyeſt in this, the dangerous reſ}, 

The bag may riſe up, and fo ſirangle thee. 

What e'r was caſuall, may ever bee. 

What ſhould the nature change > Or make the ſame 

Certaine, which was bur caſoall, when it came > 

Al caſuall joy doth loud and plainly ſay, 

Only by comming, that it can away. 

Only in Heayen joyes ſtrength is never ſpent, 

And accidentall things are permanent. 

Joy of a fonles arrivall ne'r decates 

For that ſoule ever joyes and ever ſlates. 

Joy that their laſt great Cenſummation 

Approaches in the reſurreRion ; 

When earthly bodies more celeſtiall 

Shall be, then Angels were, for they could fall , 

This kinde of joy doth every day admit 

Degrees ofgrowth, bur none of loſing it. 

In this freſh joy, 'tis n5 ſmall part,that ſhee, 

Shee, in whoſe goodneſle, he that names degree, 

Dothinjure her; ('Tis loſſe to be cal'dbeft, 

There where the uffe is not ſuch as thereſt ) 

Shee, who left ſuch a bodie, as even ſhee 

Only in Heaven could learne, how it can bee 

Made better, for ſhee rather was two ſoules, 

Or like to fall on both ſides written Rols, —_ 

. Where cyes might reade upon the outward $k1n, 

As ſtrong Records for Gad, as mindes within, mw 
We 
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Shee, who by making full perfetion grow, 

Pecces a Circle, and ſtill keepes ir fo, 

Long'd for, and longing for it, to heaven is gone, 
Where ſhee receives, and gives addition. . 
Herein a place, where mif-devotion frames 

A thouſand Prayers to Saints, whoſe very names 
The anciet Church knew not, Heaven knows not yet: 
And where, what lawes of Poetry admir, 

Lawes of Religion have at leaſt the ſame, 
Immoreall Maide, I might invoke thy name. 
Could any Saint provoke that appetite, 

Thou here ſhould'ſt make mea french convertite. 
But thou wonld'ft not;nor would'k thou be content, 
To take this, for my ſecond yeares truc Rent. 

Did this Coine beare any other ſtampe, then his, 
That gave thee power to doe, me, to ſay this. 
Since his will is, that to poſteritie, 

Thou ſhould'ſt for life, and death, a patterne bee, 
And that the world (ſhould notice have of this, 
The purpoſe, and th'authoritie is his ; 

Thou art the Proclamation, andI am 

The Trumpet, at whole voyce the people.came. 


Concluſions 


I. 


—— 
_ 


_—— ret 
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T he Extaſie, 


VV Here, like a pillow on a bed, 


A Pregnant baake ſwel'd up, to reſi 
The violers reclining head, 


Sat we two, one anothers beſt , 
Our hands were firmely cimented 
With a faſt balme, which thence did ſpring, 
bes |} 
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Our eye-beames twiſted, anddid thred 
Our eyes, upon one double ſtring, 
So to'entergraft our hands, as yet 
Was all the meanes to makeus one, 
And pictures inour eyes to get 
Wasall our propagation. 
As'twixt twoequall Armies, Fate 
Suſpends uncertaine viAtorie, 
Our ſoules, (which to advance their ſtate, 
Were gone out, )hung 'twixt her, and mee. 
And whil ft our ſoules negotiate there, 
Wee like ſepulchrall ſtatues lay, 
All day, the ſame our poſtures were, 
And wee ſaid nothing, all the day. 
If any, fo by love refin'd, 
That he foules language underſtood, 
And by good love were growen all minde, 
Vithin convenient diſtance ftood, 
He (though he knowes not which ſoule ſpake, 
Becauſe both meant, both ſpake the ſame) 
Might thence a new concoRtion take, 
And part farre purer then he came. 
This Extace doth unperplex 
(We ſaid) and tell us what we love, 
Wee lee by this, it was not ſexe 
Wee ſec, we ſaw not what did move : 
Butas all ſeyerall ſoulescontaine 
Mixture of chings, they know not what, 
Love, theſe mixt ſoules, doth mixe againe, 
And makes both one, each this and that. 
A ſingle violet tranſplant, | 


au 
hs i. — 


Poems. 


The ſtrength, thc colour, and the ſize, 
All which before was poore, and ſcant, ) 

Redoubles till, and multiplies. 

When love, with one another ſo 
[nteranimates two ſoules, 

That abler ſoule, which thence doth flow, 
Defects of lonelineſſe controules, 

Wee then, who are this new ſonle, know, 
Of what we are compos'd, and made, 

For,th'Aromics of which we grow, 


But O alas, fo long, fo farre 
Our bodies why doe wee forbeare ? 
They are ours, though not wee, Wee are 
The intelligences, they the {pheares. 
\Weowe them thankes, becauſe they thus, 
Did us, to us, at firſt convay, 
Yeelded their ſenſes force to ns, 
Norare drofſetous, but allay. 
On man heavens influence workes not ſo. 
Bur thatit firſt imprints the ayre, 
for ſoule into the ſoule may flow, 
Though it to body firſt repatre. 
Asour blood labours to beger 
Spirits, as like ſoules as it can, 
becauſe ſuch fingers necd to knit 
That ſubtile knot, which makes us man: 
$0 muſt pure lovers ſoules deſcend 
TaffteRions, and to facultics, 
Which ſenſe may reach and apprehend, 
Elſe a great Prince ip priſon lies, þ 


Arcſonles, whom no change can invade. 


= 
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To'our bodies turne wee then, that ſo 
Weake men on love reveal d may looke ; 
Loves myſteries in ſoules doc grow, 
Bur yer the body is his booke. 
And if ſome lover, ſuch as wee, 
Haye heard this dialogue of one, 
Let him ſtill marke us, he (hall ſee 
Small change, when we are to bodies gone. 


Loves Deitte, 


J-ong toralke with ſome old lovers ghoſt, 
Who dyed before the god of Love was borne: 
I cannot thinke that hee, who then lov'd moſt, 
Sunke ſolow, as to love one which did ſcorne, 
But ſince this god produc'd adeſtinie, 
Abd that vice-nature, cufiome,lets it be, 
I muſt love her, that loves not mee. 


Sure, they which made him god, meant not ſo muck: 
- Norhe, in his young godhead praQtis'd 1t. 
But when aneven flame two hearts did touch, 
His office was induJgently tofit 
Actives to/paſſives, Correſpondencie 
Only his fubje& was, It cannor bee 
Love, till Hove her, that loves mee. 


But every moderne god will now extend 
His vaſt prerogative, as far as Jove. 
Torage, to luſt, to wrir»*©,racommend, All 
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Allis thepurlewe of the God of Love, 
0hwere wee wak'ned by this Tyrannie 
Toungod this child againe, it could not beo 

[ſhould love her, who loves not mee. 


Rebell and Atheiſt too, why murmureT, 
Asthough I felt the worſt that love could doe > 
Love may make me leave loving, or might trie 
Adeeper plague, to make her love mee too, 
Which ſince ſhe loves before, I'am lothro ſee, 
Falſhood is worſe then hate; and that muſt bee, 
If hee whom I love, ſhould love mee, 


—_—— 
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Loves diet. 


T© whata comberſome unwieldineſſc 
And burdenous corpulence my love had growne, 
But that I did, tomake it lefle, 
Andkeepeit inproportion, 

Give it a diet, made it feed upon 

That which love worſt endures, diſcretion, 


Above one figh a day Vallow'd himnot, 
Of which my fortune, and my faults had part; 
Andifſometimesby ſtealth he got 
A ſhe ſigh from my miſtreſſe hearr, 
And thought to feaſt on that, I lethim ſee 
Twasneither very ſound, nor meant to mee; 
| Oo 
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If he wroung from mee'a reare, I brin'd it fo 
With ſcorne or ſhame, that him.it honriſk'd nor; 
Ifhe ſuck'd hers, I let him know 
'Twas nota teare, which hee had got, 
His drinke was counterfeit, as was his meat, (ſwear, Efc 
For, eyes which rowle towards all, weepe not, but Gr, 
ine 
What ever he would diQate; 1 writ that, ihe 
But burnt my letters; VWhen ſhe writ to me, My to 
And that that fayour made him fat, Toy 
I ſaid, if any title bee Thou, 
Convey'd by this, Ah, what dothit availe, Bymaki 
To be the fortieth name in an entaile ? That I hc 


— 


Thus I redeem'd my buzard love, to flye My co! 
At what, and when, and how, and wherelI chuſc, Mytru 
Now negligent of ſportsI lye, Mine it 
And now as other Fawkners uſe, To Jeſi 
I ſpring a miſtreſle, ſweare, write, {1gh and weepe: My file 
And the game kill'd, or loſt, goetalke, and {leepe, 
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REfore I ſigh my laſt gaſpe, let me breath, 
Great love, ſome Legacies, Here I bequeath 
Mine eyesto LArgas, if mine eyes canfee, 
| Ifthey be blinde, then Love, I give them thee; 
My tongue to Fame; to Embaſſadours mine cares; 
To women or the ſea, my teares; 
Thou, Love, haſt taught mee heretofore 
By making mee ſerve her who'had twenty more, 
That I ſhould give ro none, but ſuch, as had too much 
| (before, 
My conſtancieT to the planets give, 
Mytruth ro them, who at the Court doe live; 
Mine ingenuity and openneſle, 
To Jeſuites; to Buffones my penſiveneſle; 
My filenceto"any, whoabroad bath beene; 
My mony toa Capuehin. - 
Thou Love raught't me, by appointing mee 
Tolove there, where no love recerv'd can be, 
nely ro give to ſuchas have an incapacitic. 


My faith I give toRoman Catholiques; 
All my good works unto the Schiſmaricks 
Ot Amſterdam), my beſt civility 
' And Courtſhip, to an Univerlſitie, 
My modeſty I-give to fouldiers bare; 
My paticnce letgamefters ſhare. 
Oo a Thon 
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Thou Love taughtſt mee, by making mee 
Love her that holds my love diſparity, 
Onely to give to thoſe that count my gitts indignity, 


—_— 
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I give my reputation to thoſe 

Which were my friends; Mine induſtrieto foes, 

To Schoglemen I bequeath my doubtfulneſle, 

My ſickneſſe roPhyfittans, or exceſle, 

To Nature, all that lin Rymehave writ; 

Andto my company my wit, 

Thou love, by making mee adore Thatf 

Her, whobegor this love in mee before, (reſtore, The m 


Taughtſ me to make,as though I gave,when I didbut | 
Vicerc 


And ki 
For if 


To him for whom the paſſing bell next tolls, 
I give my phyſick bookes; my writen rowles 
Of Morall counſels, I ro Bedlam give; 
My brazen medals, unto them which live 
In want of bread; to them which paſſe among 
All forrainers, mine Engliſh tongue, 
- Thou, Love, by making mee love one 
Who thinkes her friendſhip a fit portion 
For yonger lovers, doſt/my gifts rhus diſpxoportion, 


Canty 
Thoſe: 


Can be 
As pri 
What 


Therefore I'll give no more; But I'll undye 

The world by dying; becauſe love dies too. 

Then all your beauties will bee no more worth _ 

Thengoldin Mines,wherenone doth draw it fort! 

And all your graces no more uſe ſhall have 
Then a Sun dyallio a grave, 


Loves 
finto 
Tho 
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" ThouLove ravghrſt mee, by making mee 


Love her, who doth negle& both mee and thee, 


To'invent,and praiſe this one way, to'anmibilate all 
(three, 


Waddlr. DÞld4 
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VV Ho ever comesto ſhroud me,do not harme 
Nor queſtion much 
That ſubtile wreath ofhaire,which crowne,my arme; 
The myſtery, the {igne you muit not touch, 
For'tis my outward Soule 

Viceroy to that, which unto heaven being gone, 

| Will leave this to controule, , (tion; 
And keepe theſe limbes, her Provinces,from diflolu- 


For if the ſinewie thread my braine lets fall 
Through every part, 
Cantyethoſe parts, and make mee one of all, 
Thoſe haires which upward grew,and ſtrength and.art 
Have from a berter braine, 
Can better do'irz except ſhe meant that I 
By this ſhould know my pain, (denvad todie. 
As priſoners then are manacled, when they'are con+ 


What ere ſhee meant-by'ir, bury it by me, 
rorlince I am 

Loves martyr, it might breed idolatrie,, 

If into others hands theſe reliques came; 
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 As'twas humility Il F42 
To afford to.it all thata Soule can doe, 
So, *tis ſome bravery, (of you, 


That fince you would have none of mee, I bury ſome 
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The. Bloſsome. 


J_ttle think'ſt thou, pobre flower, 

Whom I have watch'd fixeor ſeaven dayes, 

And ſeene thy birth, and ſeene what every houre 

Gave to thy growth, thee to this heightro raiſe, 

And now doſtlaughand triumph on this bongh, 
Little think' thou 

That ic will freeze anongand that I ſhall 

To morrow finde thee falne, or not at all, 


Little think'ſt thou poore heare 
 Thatlabours yctto neſlle thee, 
,And think'ſt by hovering here to get apart 
In a forbidden or forbidding tree, 
And hop'ſt her ſtiffeneſſe by long ſiegeto bow: 
by Little think*ſ, thou, 
That thou to morrow,ere that Sunne doth wake, 
Muſt with this Sunne, and mee a journey rake. 


Bur thou which lov'ſt to bee 
Subtile to plague thy ſelfe, wilt ſay, 
| 341 © Rb EU Alas, 
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Alas, if you muſt goe, what's that to mee > 

Here lyes my bulineſſe, and hereT will ſtay: 

You goe tofriends, whoſe love and meanes preſent 
 / Various content 

To your eyes, cares, and taſt, and every part, 

[fthet your body goe, what need your heart > 


Well then, ſtay here; but know, 

VWhen thou haſt ſtayd and done thy moſt; 
Anaked thinking heart , that makes no ſhow, 
Ist0 a woman, buta kinde of Ghoſt, 

How ſhall ſhee know my heart, or having none, 
Know thee for one ? 

Practiſe may make her know ſome other part, 

ut take my word,thee doth not know a Hcatr, 


Mect meeat London, then, 

Twenty dayes hence, and thou ſhalt ſee 
Mee freſher, and more fat, by being with men, 
Then if I had ſta1d till with her and thee, 
For Gods fake, it you can, be you fo too: 

I will give you 

There, to another friend, whom wee ſhall inde 
As glad to have my body, as my minde, 


———— — 


The Primroſe, 03mg at 


carter Fix ll tht 


Tigger 
Pon this Primroſe hill, fe tat 
Where, it Heav'n would diftill 


A ſhoure ofraine, each ſeveralldrop mightgoe 


To his owne primroſe, and grow Manna ſo, 
And where their forme, and their infinitie 
Make a terreſtriall Galaxie, 
Asthe ſmall ſtarres doe in the $kie : 
I walketo findea true Love; and1 ſee 
That'tis not a mere woman, that is ſhee, 
But muſt, or more, or leſſe then woman bee. 


Yet know I not, which flower 
I wiſh; a ſixe, or foure ; 


For ſhould my true-Love lefſe then woman bee; 


She were ſcarce any thing; and then ſhould ſhee 

Be more then woman, ſhee would get above 
All thought of ſexe,and thinke ro move 
My heart to {tudy her, and not to love; 


— 


Both theſe were monſters; Sincethere muſt reſide 


Falſhood in woman, I could more abide, 
She were by art, then Nature falſify'd, 


LivePrimroſe then, and thrive 

With thy true number five; 

. And women, whom this flower doth repreſent, 
Wich this myſterious number be content; 
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Tcn isthe faxtheſt number, if halfe ren 
Belongy unto each woman, then 
Each woman may take halte us men, 
O: if this will not ſerve their turne, Since al! 
Numbers are odd, or cvcn, and they fall 
Firt into this ive, women may take us al! 


{ 
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T he Relique. 


VV Hen my grave 1s broke up againe 
| Some lecond ghelt to entertaine, 
(For graves have lcarn'd that woman-head 
Tobeto morc'then one a Bed) 
And he that digs it, ſpies 
Abracclet of bright haire about the bone, 
Will he got ler'us alone, 
And thinke that there a loving couple lics, 
Who thought that thts device might be ſome way 
To make their ſoulcs, at the laſt buſte day, 
Mect at this grave, and makea little tay? 


If this fall ina time, or land, 

VWhere miſ-devotion doth command, 

Then, he that digges us up, will bring 

Us, to the Biſhop, and the King, 
; To make us Reliques; then 
:101 ſhalt be a Mary Magdalen, and I 

A ſomething cle thereby : 
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Ali women ſhall adore us, and ſome men ; 

And fiace at ſuch time, miracles are ſought, 

I would have that age by this paper taught 
What miracles wee harmelefle lovers wrought. 


Firſt,we lov'd well and faithfully, 
Yet knew not what wee lov'd, nor why, 
Difference of ſex no more wee knew, 
Then our Guardian Angells doe, 
Comming and going, wee, 
-Perchance might kiſſe, but not between thoſe meales 
Our hands ne't toucht the ſeales, 
Which nature, ipjur'd by late law, ſets free, 
Theſe miracles wee did; but now alas, 
All meaſure, andall language, I ſhould paſſe, 
Should I tell whata miracle thee was. 


—_—_— ———__ 


T he Dampe. 


VV Hen I am dead, and DoQors know not why, 
And my friends curioſfitie 

Will have me cutup to ſurvay cach part, 

When they ſhall finde your Pifturein my heart, 
Youtthinkea ſodaine dampe of love 
Will through all their ſenſes move, 

And worke on them as mee, and fo preferre 

Your murder, to the name of Maſſacre. 
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Poore victories ; But if you dare be brave, 
And pleaſure in your conqueſt have, 

Firſt kill th'enormous Gyant, your D:ſaaine, 

And let th'snchantrefſe Henor, next be tlaine, 
And likea Goth and Vandall rize, 
Deface Records, and Hiſtories 

0fyour o:wne arts and trinmphs over men, 

8 And without ſuch advantage kill me then. 


For I could muſterup as well as you 
My Gyants, and my Witchestoo, 

Whichare vaſt Conſtancy, and Secretwefſe, 
But theſe I neyther looke for, nor proteſle, 

Kill mee as Woman, let meedie 

As a meere man ; doe you bur try 
Your paſſive valor, and you ſhall finde than, 
Iathat you'have odds enough of any man. 


The Diſſolution. 


( Hce'ts dead ; And all which die 
ſo their farſt Elements reſolve; 
And wee were mutuall Elements tous, 
And made of one another. 
My bodythen doth hers involve, 
Andthoſe thingswhereof I conſiſt, hereby 
lame abundantgrow, and burdenous, 
And nouriſhnor, but ſmother. 
Pp2 My 
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My fire of Paſſion, ſighesof ayre, 
Water of teares, andearthly ſad deſpaire, 
Which my materialls bee, 
But ne'r worne out by loves ſecuritie, 
Shee, to my loſle, doth by her death repaire, 
And I might live long wretched fo 
But that my fire doth with my tucll grow. 
Now as thoſe Acive Kings 
Whoſe foraine conqueſt treaſure brings, 
Receive more,and ſpend more, and ſooneſt break: 
This /which I am amaz'd that I canſpeake) 
This death, hath with my tore 
My uſe encreasd. 
And fo py foule more earneſtly releas'd, 
\V1lloutſtriphers, As bullers flowen before 
A latter bullet may o'rrake, the pouder being more. 


P—————_ 


A [eat An? ſent. 


F=5:iou art aot fo black, as my heatr, 
Nor halfe ſo brittie, as her heart, ghou art ; 
Nhat would'{t thou ſay 2 ſhall both our;propertiesDy 
Nothing more endlefſe,nothing (thee bee ſpoke, 
(logger broke? 
Marriage rings are not of this fluffe ; 

01, why ſhould ought leſſe preciqus,or leſſe rough 
i-1gure our loves? Except in thy name thou have bid it 
''am cheap,8: nought but faſhion, fling no avey.(5 
et 
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Yet ſtay with mee ſince thou art come, 
Circle this fingers top, which did'f} her thombe. 
Be juſtly proud, and gladly fate,that thou doſt dweli 
She that, Oh,broke her faith, would ſoon (with me, 
(breake thee 
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Negative love. 


Never ſtoop'd ſo low, as they 

Which on an eye, cheeke, lip, can prey, 
Seldome to them, which ſoare no higher 
Then vertue or the minde to'admire, 

For ſenſe, and underſtanding may 
Know, what givesfuell ro their fire: 

My love, though filly, is more brave, 

For may I miſle, when ere I crave, 

[fl know yet, what I would have. 


It that be ſimply perfeeft 
Which can by no way be expreſt 
But Negatives, my love is ſo. 
To AY, which all love, I ſay no. 
[tany who deciphers beſt, 
What we know not, our ſelves, can know. 
Let him teach mee that nothing ; This 
As yet my eaſe, and comfort is, 
Though I ſpeed nor, I cannot miſſe, 


v 
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The Prohibition. 


T Ake heed of loving mee, O, {o, 
Art leaſt remember, I forbade ittheec ; J wW 


Not that I ſhall repaire my*unthrifty waſt Turne tl 


Of Breath and Blood, npon thy ſighes, and teares, And l 
By being to mee then that which thou waſt , 47 = 
But, ſogreat Joy, our lite at once outweares, ny, 
Then, leaſt thy love, by my death, fruſtrate bee, c 
If thou love mee, take heed of loving mee. E ; an 
| ale 
Take heed of hating mee, mu ' 
Or too much triumph in the Vicorie. : abu 
Not tharl ſhall be mine owne officer, Acct 1t 
And hate with hate againe retaliate; being: 
But thou wilt loſe the Rile of conquerour, EEE 
If [, thy conqueſt, periſh by thy hate. 
Then, leaſt my being nothing leſſen thee, 
If thou hate mee, take heed of hating mee, | 
| For the 
Yet, love and hate mee too, 1 (ca 
So, theſe extreames ſhall ne'r their office doe ; 1roy ty 
Love mee, that I may die the gentler way , - nd fc 
Hate mee, becauſe thy love is roogreat for mee; In esdr 
Or let theſe two, themſelves, not me decay ; 0 thou 
So ſhall I live thy ſtay, nottriumph bee z My nor 
Leſt thou thy love andhare and mee undoe Ig 7 9 


To let mee live, Oh love and hate mee too. 
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The Expires. 
Py 
co , ſo, breake off hipewereing kiſle, 
Which ſucks two fonſcs, and vapors Both away, 

Turne thou ghoſt that way, and let mee turne this, 

And let our ſelves benight our happieſt day, 
\Wee aske none leave to love ; nor will we owe 

Any, fo cheape a death, as ſaying, Goe , 


Goe; and if that word have not quite kild thee, 
Eaſe mee with death, by bidding mee goe too. 
Oh, if it have, let my word worke on mee, 
And a juſt office on a murderer doe. 
Except it be roo late, to kill me ſo, 
Being double dead, going, and bidding, goc. 


ew 


The C 0mputation. 


For the firſt twenty yeares, (ince yeſterday, 
| ſcarce beleev'd, thou could'(t be gone away, 
tor forty more, I fed on favours paſt, (laſt, 
And forty'on hopes, that thou would'ft,they might 
laresdrown'd one hundred,and ſighes blew out two, 
Athouſand, I did neither thinke, nor doe, 
Ornot divide, all being one thought of you 
Or ina thouſand more, forgot that roo. 
Tetcall not this long life 5 But thinke that I 
Am, by being dead, Immorrtall ; Can ghoſtsdie> 
Eleeie» 


1) 7-1 14 Elegit, 
] nguage thou art @@0 narrow, and too weake 
To caſeus now; great ſorrow cannot ſpeake , 
If we could figh out accents} ang weepe words, 
Griefe weares,and leſſens,that tears breath affor(s 
Sad hearts, the lefſe they ſeeme the more they are, 
(So guiltieſt men ſtand muteſt at the barre) 
Not that they know not, feele not their eſtare, 
But extreme ſenſe hath made them deſperate , 
Sorrow, to whom weowe all that we bee , 
Tyrant, in the fift and greateſt Monarchy, 
Was', that ſhe did poſſeſie all hearts before, 
Thou haſt kil'd her, to make thy Empire more 2 
Knew'ſt thou ſome would, that knew her nor, lament, 
As in adeluge periſh th'innocent ? 
Vas't nor enough to have that palace wonne, 
But thou mult raze it too, that was undone ? 
Hadg'it thou ſtaid there, and look'd out at her cycs. 
All had ador'd thee that now from thee flies, 
For they let out more light, then they tooke in, 
They told not when, bur did the day beginne ; 
She was too Saphirine, and cleare to thee z 
Clay, flint, and jeat now thy fit dwellings be ; 
Alas, ſhee was too pure, but not too weake ; 
Who e'r ſaw Chriſtall Ordinance but would bras: 
And if wee be thy conqueſt, by her fall 
Th'haſt loſt thy end, for in her periſh all; 
Or if we live, we live bur to rebell, 
They know her better now, that knew her well; 
ifwe ſhould vapour out, and pine, and die; 
Since, ſhee firſt went, that were not milſerie ; 
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Shee chang'd our world with hers; cow ſhe is gone; 
Mirth and proſperity 1s oppreſſion; 
Forof all morall vertucs ſhe was all, 
The Ethicks ſpeake of vertues Cardinall, 
Her ſoule was Paradiſe; the Cherubin 
et to keepe it was grace, that kept out ſinne, 
Shce had no more then let in death, for wee 
All reape conſumption from one fruitfull rree, 
God tooke her hence, leſt ſomie of us ſhould love 
Her, like that plant, him and his lawes above, 
And when wee tearcs, hee mercy ſhed in this, 
To raiſe our mindes to heaven where now ſhe is; 
Who it ker vertues would have let her ſtay 
Wee had had a Saint, have now a holiday; 
Her heart was that ſtrange buſh, where, ſacred fire, 
Religion, did not conſume, bur'tnſpire 
dach piety, ſo chaſt uſe of Gods day, 
That what weturneto feaſt, ſhe turn'd to pray, 
Anddid prefigure here, indevout traſt, 
The reſt ofher high Sabaoth, which ſhall laſt, 
Angels did hand her up, who next God dwell, 
(For (ſhe was of that order whence moſt fcll) 
Herbody left with us, leſt ſome had ſaid, 
Shee could nor die, exceptthey ſaw her dead; 
Forfromleſſe vertve, and lefſe beautiouſneſle, 
The Gentiles fram'd them Gods and Goddeſſes, 
The ravenous earth that now woes her to be, 
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And we her fad glad friends all beare a part 
Ofgricte, forall would waltea Stoicks heart, 
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Elegic to'the Lady Bedford. 
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Me thatare ſhe,and yourhar's double ſhee, 
In her dead face, halfe of your ſelfe ſhall ſee, 
Shee was theother part, for ſo they doe 
Vhich build them friendſhips,become one of two. 
Sotwo, that but themſelves no third can fir, 
Which were to be ſo, when they were not yet 
Twinnes, though their birth Cuſco, and Muſco take, 
AS divers ſtarres one Conſtellation make, 
Pair'd like two eyes, have equalt motion, ſo 
Both but one meanes to ſce, one way to goe; 
Had you dy'd firſt, a carcafſe ſhee had beene: 
And wee your rich Tombein her face had ſcene; 
She like the Soule is gone, and you here ſtay 
Not a live friend; bur thother halfe ofclay; 
And fince you aGt that part, As men fay, here 
Lies ſucha Prince, when but one part is there; 
An:i do all honour: and deyotiondue; 
Unto the whole, ſo wee all reverence you; 
For, {uch a friendſhip who would not adore 
Inyov, whoare all what both was before; 
Not all, asiffome periſhed by this, | 
Bur ſo, asall in you contracedis; 
[is of this all, though many parts decay. 
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The pure whichelemented them ſhall Ray; 
And thovgh diffus'd, and ſpread in infinite, 

Shall recolle&, and in one All unite: 
So madame, as her Soule to heaven is fled, 

Her fleſh reſts in the earth, as in the bed, 
Her vertues do, as to their proper ſpheare, 

Returne to dwell with you, of whomthey were, 
Asperfet motions are all circular, 

So they to you, their ſea, whence lefſe ſtreames are; 
Shee was all ſpices, you all meralls; {o 

[nyou two wee did both rich Indies know; 
And as no,fire , nor ruſt can ſpend or waſte 

One dramme of gold, but what was firſt ſhall laſt, 
Though it bee forc'd in water, carth, ſalt,aire, 

Expans'd in infinite, none will impaire; 
$0, to your ſelte you may addirions take, 

But nothing can you leſſe, or changed make. 
Sceke not in ſeeking new, to ſeeme to doubt, 

That you cancan match her, or not be without, 
Butler ſome faithfull booke jn her reome be, 
Yet but of 144ith no ſuch booke as ſhee., 
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T> make the doudt cleare, that no woman's trace, 
VWas it my fate to prove 1t ſtrong in you> 
Thought IT, but one had breathed pureſt aire, 
And muſt ſhe needs be falſe becauſe ſhe's faire? 
Is it your beauties marke, or of your youth, 
Oc your perfe&tion, not to (tudy truth? 
Or tlunke you heaven is deafe, or hath no cyes ? 
Orthoſe it hath, ſmile at your perjuries 2? 
Are vowes ſo cheape with women, or the matter 
Whereof they are made,that they are writ in water, 
And blowne away with winde 2 Or doth their breath 
(Both hot and cold) at once make life and death? 
Who could have thought ſo many accents ſweer 
Form'd into words, fo many ſighs ſhould meete 
As from ourhearts, ſo many oathes, and teares 
Sprinkled among, ( all ſweeter by our feares 
And the divine impreſſion of ſtolne kiſſes, 
Thatſeal'd the reſt) ſhould now prove empty bliſſes? 
Did you draw bonds to forfet ? ſfigne tobreake? 
Or muſt we reade you quite from what you ſpeake, 
And finde the truth out the wrong way ?or muſt 
Hee hiſt deſire you falſe, would wiſh you juſt? 
O Iprophane, though moſt of women be | 
This kinde of beaſt, my thought ſhall except thee; 
My deareit Love, though froward jcalouſie, 
With circumſtance might urge thy'inconſtancie, 
Sooner | 
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Sooner [I'll thinke the Sunne will ceaſe to cheare - 
Theteeming earth, and 7hat forget to beare, 
Sooner that rivers will runne back, or Thames 
With ribs of Ice in June would bind his ftrea mes; 
0r Nature, by whoſe {irength the world endures, 
Would change her courſe, before you alter yours, 
But O that treacherous breaſt to whom weake you 
Did truſt our Counſe]ls, and wee both may rue, 
Having his falſhood found too late, 'twas hee 
That made me caſt you guilty,and you me, 
hilt he, black wrech, betray'd each ſimple word 
\Wee ſpake, unto the cunning of a third, 
Curſt may hee be, that ſo our love hath \laine, 
And wander on the carth, wretched as Cain, 
\Vretched as hee, and not deſerve leaſt pirty; 
In plaguing him, let miſery be witty; 
Let all eyes hunne him, and hee ſhunne cach eye, 
Till hee be noyſomeas his infamie; 
May he without remorſe deny God thrice, 
And not be truſted more on his Soules price; 
And after all felfe rorment, when hee dyes, 
May Wolves teare out his hearr, Vultures hus eyes, 
Swine cate his bowels, and his falſer tongue 
That utter'd all, be ro ſome Raven flung, 
And let-hiscarrioncoarſe bea longer featt 
Tothe Kings dogges; then any other beaſt, 
Now havel curſt, let us our love revive; 
In mee the flame was never more alive; 
| could beginne againe to court and praiſe, 
And in that pleaſure lengthen the ſhort dayes 
| Qqz Of 


—= -— —— is -- - = =— 
- 


IT 302 Poems. 


BUY i _—_— ——_—_S 


”m WY 


Of my lifes leaſe; like Painters that do take 
Delight, not in made worke, but whiles they make, 
I could renew thoſe times, when firſt I ſaw Or 
Love in your eyes, that/gave my tongue the lay 
To like what you lik'd, and/at maskes and playes 
Commend the ſelfe ſame Attors, the ſame wayes, 
Aske how you did, and often with inten 
Ofbeing officious, be impertinenr, 
All which were ſuch ſoft paſtimes, as in theſe 
Love was as ſubtilly catch'd, as a diſeaſe, 
But being got it is a treaſure ſweet, 
Which rodetend 1s harderthen roger : 
And ought not be prophan'd on either part, 
For though tis got by chance, 'tis kept by art. 
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0 Lover ſaith, I love, norany other 
Can judgea perfe& Lover; 
Hee thinkes that elſe nonecan or will agree, 
Thar any loves but hee : — 
I cannot ſay I lov'd, for who can ſay 
Hee was kill d yeſterday. 
Love with exceſle of heat, \more yoog then old, 
Death kills with roo much cold, 
VVee dye but once, and who lov'd laſt did dic, 
Hee that ſaith twice, doth lye: 
For though hee ſeeme to move, and ſtirrea while, 
It doth the ſenſe beguile, Wy 
uc 
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Such life is like the light which bideth yer 
When the lifes light is ſet, 

0; like the heat, which, fire in folid matter 
Leaves behinde, two houres after. 

Once I love and dyed; and am now become 
Mine Epitaph and Tombe. | 

Here dead men ſpeaketheirlaſt, and ſo do I; 


Love-ſ\laine,loe, here I dye, 
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eA Hymne to Chriſt, at the eAuthors 
laſt going into Germany. 


I what torne ſhip ſoever I embarke, 
That ſhip ſhall be my embleme of thy Arke; 
VVhat ſea ſoever ſwallow mee, that flood 
Shall be ro mee an embleme of thy blood; 
Though thou with clouds of anger do diſguiſe 
Thy face; yet through that maske I know thoſe cyes 
Which, though they turne away ſometimes, 
They never will deſpiſe, 


Iftcrifice this Iland unto thee, 
And all whom Ilov'd there,and who lov'd mee; 
WhenlT have put our ſeas twixt them and mee, 
Put thouthy ſeas betwixt my ſinnes and thee. 
As the trees ſap doth fecke the root below 
In winter, in my winternow I goe, 
Where none but thee, th*Eternall root 
—_  Oftrue Love may know. 


Nor thou nor thy religion doſt controule, 
The amorouſheſle ofan harmonious Soule, 
But thou would'it have that love thy ſelfe : As thou 
Art jealous, Lord, fo I am jealous now, 
Thoulov'ſt nor, till from loving more, thou free 
My foule : Who ever gives,takes libertie: 
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O, ifthou car'{t not whom I love 
Alas, thou lov'{t not mee, 


—_— 


Scale then this bill of my Divorce to All, 
On whom thoſe fainter beames of love did fall; 
Marry thoſe loves, which in youth ſcattered bee 
On Fame, Wit, Hopes (talſe miſtreſſes).to thee. 
Churches are bel t for Prayer, that have leaſt light; 
Toſce God only, I goe out of fight : 

And to {cape ſtormy dayes, I chuſe 

An Everlaſting night, 
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The Lamentations of Ieremy, for the moſt part ac- 
cording to Tremelius. : 


CHaP. Il. 


I He” fitsthis citie, late moſt populous, 
Thus ſolitary, and like a widdow thus ? 
Ampleſt of Nations, Queene of Provinces 
She was, who now thus tributary is ? 


2 Still in the night ſhee weepes, and her teares fall 
Downe by hercheckes along, and none of all 

- Herlovers comfort her, Perfidiouſly 

Her friends have dealt, and now are enemie, 


3 Unto great bondage, and affliQtions 
Jada is captive led ; Thofe nations 


With whom ſhee dwells, no place of reſt afford, 
In treights ſhee meets her Perſecutors ſword. 


4 Emptie are the gates of Sion, and her waies 
Mourne, becauſe zone come to her ſolemne days. 

Her Prieſts doe groane, her maides arc comforrleſle, 
And (hee's unto her ſelfe a bitternefle, 


5 is 


— 


- —— _h_——— 


Poems. 307 


8 _— 4 


—uu— 


Her foesare growneher head, and live at Peace, } 
Becauſe when her tranſgreſſions did increafe, 

The Lord ſtrooke her with ſadnefle : Thienemiec 
Doth drive her children to captivitte. 


4 From Sions daughter is all beauty gone, 

Like Harts, which ſecke for Paſture, and find none, 
Her Princes atc, and now before the foe 

Which ſtill purſues them, without ſirengrh they go. 


7 Now in their daies of Teares, Jeruſalem | 
(Her men ſlaine by the foc, none ſuccouring them) 

Remembers what of old, (hee efteemed moſt, 
Whilesher foes laugh at her, for what ſhe hath loſt. 


$ Jeruſalem hath (inn'd, therefore is ſhee 
Remoy'd, as women in uncleannefle bee; 
Who honor'd, ſcorne her, for her fonlnefle they 
Have ſeene, her ſelfe doth groane, and turne away. 


9 Her foulneſle in her skirts was ſcene, yet ſhe 
Remembred not hezrend, Miraculouſly 
Therefore ſhee fell, none comforting : Behold 
O Lord my affliction, for the Foe growes bold. 


to Upon all things where her delight hath beene, 
The foe hath ſtretch'd his hand, for ſhee hath ſeene 

Heathen, whem thou command'ſt, ſhould not doe lo, 
Into her holy SanQuary goe. 
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1: Andallher people groane, and ſecke for bread, 
And they have given, only to be fed, 
All precious things, wherein their pleaſure lay : 
How cheape Fam growne, O Lord, behold,and 
welgh, 
12 All this concernes not you, who paſſe by mee, 
. Oſee, and markeifany ſorrow bee 
Like to my ſorrow, which Jehova hath 


Done to mee in the day ofhhis fierce wrath > 


I3 That fire, which by himſelfe is governed 

He hath caſt from heaven on my bones,and ſpred 
A net before my feet, and mee o'rthrowne, 

And made me languiſh all the day alone, 


14 His hand hath of my ſinnes framed a yoake 
Which wreath'd,and caſt upon my neck, hath bro: 
My ſtrength. The Lord unto thoſe enemies 
Hath given mee, from whence I cannot riſe, 


15 Heundertoot hath troden in my fight 
My ſtrong men , Hedid company invite 

To breake my young men, he the winepreſle hath 
Trod upon Juda's daughter in his wrath. 


15 Forthele things doe I weepe, mine eye, mine cy< 
Caſts water out; For he which ſhould be nigh 
Tocomtort mee, is now departed farre, 
The toe prevailes, forlorne my children are. 
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;'- There's none, though $70z do ſtretch our her hand 
To comfort her, it is the Lords command 

That Tacobs foes girt him. 7eruſalen 
isas an uncleane woman amongſt them. 


15 Bur yet the Lord is juſt, and righteous ſtill, 
! have rebell'dagainſt his holy will ; 

0 heare all people; and my ſorrow ſee, 

My maides, my young men in captivitie. 


19 Icalled for my /overs then, but they 
Decetv*d. mee, and my Prieſts, and Elders lay 
Dead in the citic ; for they ſought tor meat 
Which ſhould refreſh their ſoules,they could not 
(oct, 
:0 Becauſe I amin ſtreights, 1howa {ce F 
My heart return'd,my bowells muddy bee, 
Becauſe T have rebell'd fo much, as faſt 
The ſword wirchour, as death within, doth walt. 


21 Ofall which heare I mourne, none comforts mee, 
My foes have heard my grictc, and glad they be, 
Ihat thou haſt doneit, Bur thy promis'd day 
Will come, when, as I ſuffer, ſo ſhall they. 


22 Letall their wickedneſſe appeare to thee, 
Doe unto them, as thou halt done to mee, 

For all my ſinnes : The ſighs which I have had 
Are very many, and my heatt is {ad, 
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CHAP, II. 


I Ow over Sions daughter hath God hung 
pJ9vc | : 
His wraths thicke cloud > and from heaven 
To earth the beauty of 7ſ7ae/, and hath (bath flung, 
Forgothis foot-ſtoole in the day of wrath? 


2 The Lord unſparingly hath ſwallowed 
All Jacobs dwellings, and demoliſhed 
To ground the ſtrengths of 1d, and prophan'd 
- The Princes of the Kingdome;, and the land. 


3 Inhegt of wrath, the horne of 7ſrae/ hee 
Hath cleane cut off, and leſt the cnemie 

Be hindred, his right hand he doth retire, 
But is towards 7acob, All-devouring fire, 


4 Likeroan enemiec he bent his bow, 
His right hand was in poſture of a foe, 

To kill what S:oxs daughter did deſire, 
'Gainſt whom his wrath, he poured forth, like fire, 


5 Forlikean enemie /ehoves Is, 
Devouring 71/74el, and his Palaces, 

Deſtroying holds, giving additions 
To 1#dz's daughters lamentations. 
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5 Like to a garden hedge hehath caſt downe 
The place where was his congregation, 

And Sions teafts and ſabbaths are forgor , 
Her King, her Prieſt, his wrath regardeth nor. 


7 The Lord forſakes his Altar, anddeteſts 
His Sancuary,and in the foes hands reſts 
-alace, and the walls, in which their cries 
Are heard, as in the true ſolemnitics, 


$ The Lord hath caſt a line, ſo to confound 
And levell S7#xs walls unto the ground, 
Hedrawes not back his hand, which doth oreturne 
The wall, and Rampart, which together mourne, 


9 Their gates are ſunke into the ground, and hee 
Hath broke the barre ; their King and Princes bee 
Amongſt the heathen, without law, nor there 
Unto their Prophets doth the Lord appeare. 


16 There S:oxs Elders on the ground are plac'd, 

And ſilence keepe ; Duſt on their heads they caſt, 
Inſackcloth have they girt themſelves, and low 

The Virgins towards ground,their heads do throw, 


[11 My bowellsare growne muddy, and mine eyes 
Are faint with weeping: and my liver lies 

Pour'd out upon the ground, for miſcrie 
That ſucking children in the ſtreets doe die. 


12 When 
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12 Whenthey had crycd unto their Mothers, where 
Shall we have bread,and drinke ? they fainted there 
Andin the ſtreet like wounded perſons lay 
Till 'rwixttheir mothers breaſts they went away, 


13 Dauekter Ieruſalem, Oh what may bee 
A witneſle, or compariſon for thee ? 

$10n, to caſe thee, what ſhall I nam like thee > 
Thy breach is like the ſea, what help can bee > 


14 For,the vaine fooliſh things thy Prophets {ovglr, 
Thee, thine iniquiries they have not taught, 

Which might difturne thy bondage: bur tor thee 
Falſe burchens, and falſe cauſes they would ſee, 


15 Thepaſſengers doeclap their hands, and hiffe 
And wag their head at ihee, and ſay, Is this 
That citie, which ſo many men did call 

Joy of the earth, and perfeReſt of all > 


16 Thy foes doe gape upon thee, and they hiſle, 
And gnaſh their teeth, and ſay, Devoure wee this, 
For this is certainly the day which wee 
Expected, and whichnow we finde, and ſee, 


17 The Lord hath done that which he purpoſcd, 
Fulfill'd his word of old determined ; : 

He hath throwne downe, and not ſpar'd, and thy toc 
Made glad above thee, and advanc'd him ſo. 


18 But 
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18 But now, their hearts againſt the Lord do call, 
Therefore, O walls of Son, let teares fall 

Downelike ariver, day and night; take thee 
No reſt, but let thine eye inceflant be. 


1s Ariſe, cry in the night, poure, for thy (innes, 
Thy heart, like water,when the watchbegins, 

Lift up thy hands to God, leſt childrendye, 
Which, faint for hunger,in the ſtreets doe lye, 


20 Behold O Lord, conſider urito whom 

Thou haſt done this; what, ſhallthe women come 
' Tocatethetr children of a ſpanne >? ſhall chy 
Prophet and Prieſt be \laine in SanQtuary > 


21 Onground in ſtreets, the yong and old dolye, 
My virgins and yong men by ſword do dye; 

Them in the day of thy wrath thou haſt ſlaine, 
Nothing did thee from killing them containe. 


22 Astoa ſolemne feaſt, all whom TI fear'd 

Thou call't about mee; when his wrath appear'd, 
None did remaine or ſcape, for thoſe which I 
Brought up, did periſh by mine enemie, 


Chap. TIT. 
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I [ Am the man which have afiAion ſcene, 
Under che rod of Gods wrath having beene, 
2 He hath led mee to darkneſle , not to light, 
3 Andagaintt meeall day, his handdoth fight, 
($kinne, 
4 Hee hath broke my bones, worne out my fleſhand 
5 Built up againſt mee; and hath girt mee in 
ith hemlocke, and with labour, 6. and ſet mice 
In darke, as they who dead for ever bee. 


- Hee hath hedg'd meleſt I ſcape, and added more 
To my ſteele tetters, heavier then before, 

When I crie out, he out ſhuts my prayer: 9 And jth 

Stop'd with hewn ſtone my way,&turn'd my path, 


io And likea Lion hid inſecrecie, 
Or Beare which lyes in wait, he was to mee, 
1 He ſtops my way,teares me,made deſolate, 
12 Andhee makes mee the marke he ſhooteth at: 


x3 Hee made the children of his quiver paſſe 
Into my reines, 14 I with my people was 

All the day long, a ſong and mockery. 
kc Hee hath f111'd mee with bitterneſſe, and he 


Hath 
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Hath made medrunke with wormewood. 16 He hat h 

( burk 

My tecth with ſtones, and covered mee with dutt. 

17 Andthus my Soule farre off from peace was ſer, 
And my proſperity I did forgeg. 


15 My firength, my hope (unto my ſelfe I'ſaid) 
Which from the Lord ſhould come, is periſhed. 

19 But when my mournings I do thinke upon, 
My wormwood, hemlockc, and afition, 


:9My Soule is humbled in remembring this ; 
21 My heart conſiders, therefore, hope there is. 
12'[is Gods great mercy we'are not utterly 
Conſum'd, for his compaſſions do not dic; 


23 For every morning they renewed bee, 
For great, O Lord, is thy fidelity. 

:4 The Lord is, ſaith my Soule, my portion, 
And therefore in him will I hope alone. 


25 The Lord is good tothem, who on him relie, 
And tothe Soule that ſeeks him earneſtly, 
26Itis both good ro truſt, and to attend 
(The Lords falvation) unto the end: 


27” Tis good for once his yoake in youth to beare, 
28 He fits alone, and doth all ſpeech forbeare, 
Becauſe he hath borne ic. 29 And his mouth he layes 


Deepe in the duſt, yet then in hope he ſtayes. 
Sſ'2 30510 
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20 He gives his cheekes to whoſoever will 
Strike him, and ſo he is reproched 111], 
x For, not for ever doth the Lord forſake, {take 
22 But when hehath ſirucke with ſadnes, hee doth 


Compaſſion, as his mercy'is infinite; 
33 Nor isit with his heart, thathe doth ſmite, 


34 Thatunderfoot the priſoners ſtamped bee, 
35 That a mans right the Judge himlelſe doth ſee 


To be wrong from him. 36 That he ſubverted is 
In his juſt cauſe; the Lord allowes not this : 
Vho rhen will ſay,that ought doth come to paſſe, 
But that which by the Lord commanded. was? 


38 Both good and evill from his mouth proceeds; 
39 Why then grieves any man for his miſdeeds? 
o Turne wee to God, by trying out our wayes; 
41 To him in heaven,our hands with hearts upraile, 


2 Wee haverebell'd, and falne away from thee, 
Thou pardon't not. qz Uleſt no clemencie; 
Parſi:eſt us, kill'ft us, coyereſt us with wrath, (hat! 
44 Covert thy ſelfe. with clouds, that our prayer 


No power topaſſe. 45 And thou haſt made us fall 


As refuſe, and oft. ſcouring to them all. 
46 All our foes gape at us. 47, Feare and a ſnare 
With ruine, and with waſtc,upon us ate. 


\ 48 With 
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43 With water rivers doth mine eye oreflow 
For ruine of my peoples daughrers ſo, 
49 Mine eye doth drop downe teares inceſſantly, 
50 Untillthe Lord looke downe from heaven to ſec. 


;t And formy city daughters ſake, mine eye 
Doth breake mine heart. 52 Caulles mige enemy; 

Likea bird chacd me. 53 In adungeon F 
They have (hut my life, and caſt me ona ſtone, 


3 


;4 Waters flow'd o'r my head, then thought I, Tam 
Deſtroy'd; 55 I called Lord, upon thy name 

Out of the pit. 56 And thou my voicedidfſt heare; - 
Oh from my ſigh, and crye,(top not thine care, 


57 Then whea I call'd upon thee, thou drew'(t nere 
Unto mee, and ſaid'it unto mee, do not feare, 
5$ Thou Lord my Soules cauſe handled haſt,and thou 
Reſcueſt my life, 59 O Lord do thou judge now, 
(have wrought; 
Thou heardſt my wrong. 60 Their vengeance all they 
61 How they reproach'd, thou haſt heard, and what 
| (they thought, 
6: What their lips uttered, which againſt me role, 
And what was ever whiſper'd by my foes. 


631 am their ſong, whether rhey rife or (it, 
64 Give them rewards Lord, for their working fit, 
65 Sorrow of heart,thy curſe. 66 And with thy might 
Follow,and from under heaven deſtroy them quite. 
i ; 9 {3 CAP, 
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j Ow is the gold become ſo dimme? How js / 

H Pureſt and fineſt gold thus chang'd to this» | oof 
The ſtones which were ſtones of the SanQuary, Accarbunc 
Scattered incorners of cach ſtreet dolye. And allt 
2 The pretious ſonnesof Sion, which ſhould bee $ Theyare 
Valued at pureſt gold, how do wee ſee . Choir) by 
Low rated now, as earthen Pitchers, ſtand, Fornow th 
Which arethe worke of a poore Potters hand, And wit] 
Even the Sea.calfes draw their breſts, and give Better by 
Sucke to their young; my peoples daughters live ; And bert 
By reaſon of the foes great cruelneſſe, 1:\Vomer 
As do the Owles inthe vaſt Wilderneſle. Their chi 
4 And when the ſucking child doth ſtrive to draw, Wl ;; 7.1,9.4 h 
His tongue for thirſt cleaves to his upper jaw. His indi 
And when for bread the little children crye, Kindled a fi 

Thereis no man that doth them fartisfic, To cate 
2 
5 They which before were delicately fed, 12 Nor wo! 
Now in the ſtreets forlorne have periſhed, Inthe inh: 


And they which ever were in ſcarlet cloath'dl, M7, any ad 
Sit and embrace the dunghills which they loath'd. WF 1. 2 uf 


6 The 


Poems. 319 


6 The daughrers of my people have finned more, 
Then did the towne of Sodowe finne before, 

\\hich beingat once deſtroy'd , there did remaine 
No handsamongſt them, to vexe them againe. 


- But heretofore purer her Nazarite 

| Was then the ſnow , and milke was not ſo white; 

Ascarbuncles did their pure bodies ſhine, 
Andallcheir poliſh dnefle was Seraphine, 


$ They are darker now then blacknes, none can know 
Them by the face, as throughthe ſtreet they goe, 
Fornow their sk1n doth cleave unto their bone, 
And withered, ts lixe to dry wood growne. 


}Better by ſword then famine ris to dye 
And better through pierc'd, then by penury, 
:\Vomen by nature pitiful}, have cate 
Theirchildren dreſt with their owne hand for meat, 


17chova here fully accompliſh'd hath 

His indignation, and powr'd forth his wrath, 
indled a fire in So», which hath power 

To eate, and her foundations ro deyour. 


2 Nor would the Kings of the carth, norall which 
inthe inhabitable world beleeve, (live 
aat any adverſary, any foe 

Into Teruſalem ſhould enter ſo; 


13 For 


i 
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13 For the Prieſts fins, and Prophets,which have ſhed 
Blood in the ſtreets, and the juſt murthered: 

14 Which whenthoſe men, whom they made blinde; 
Thorough the ſtreets, defiled by the way (did ſiray 


With blood, the which impoſſible it was 

Their garments ſhould ſcape touching as they paſſe; 
15 Would cry aloud, depart defiled men, 

Deparr, depart, and touch us not, and then 


They fled, and ſirayd, and with the Gentiles were, 
Yet told their friends, they ſhould not long dwell, 

I6 For this they are ſcattered by Jehovahs face (there, 
VVho never will regard them more;. No grace 


Unto their old men ſhall the foe afford, (ſword, 
Nor, that they are Prieſts, redeeme them from the 
17 And wee as yet, for all theſe miſeries 
Deſiring our vaine helpe,conſume our eyes: 


And ſuch a nation as cannot ſave, 
VVein deſire and ſpeculation have: 
18 They hunt our ſteps, that in the ſtreets wee feare 
To goe: our end isnow approached neere, 


Our dayes accompliſh'd are, this the laſt day, 
Eagles of heaven are not ſo ſwiftas they 

19 YVhich follow us, o'r mountaine tops they fiyc 
Atus, and for usin the deſarrlye, 
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20 The annointed Lord, breath of our noſtrils, hee 
Of whom we ſaid, under his ſhadow, wee | 

Shall with more eaſe under the Heathen dyell, 
Into the pit which theſe men digged, fell 
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21 Rejoyce O Eaoms danghter, joyfull bee 
Thou which inhabitſt her, for unto thee 

This cup ſhall paſſe,and thou with drunkenneſſe ” 
Shalc fill thy ſelfe, and ſhew thy nakedneſle, 


22 Andthen thy ſinnes O $70», ſhall be ſpent, 
The Lord will not leave thee in baniſhmenr. 

Thy finnes O Edoms dawghter, hee will ſee, 
And for them, pay thee with captivitie. 


——— Lt 
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1D) Emember; O Lord, what is fallen on us 
Sce, and marke how we are reproached thus, 
2 For unto ſtrangers our poſſeſſion 
Is turn'd,our houſes unto Aliens gone, 


3 Our mothers are become as widowes, wee 
As Orphans all, and without fathers be; 

a Waters which are our owne, wee drunke, and pay, 
Andupon our owne wood a price they lay, 
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5 Oar perſecutors on our necks do fit, pony 
They make us travaile, and not intermir, 17 Bec 
5 Ve ſtretch our hands unto th Zeypriars Anc 
Togetusbread ; and tothe Aſſyrian, 15 hs, 
- Our Fathers did theſe {intes, andare no more, 
But wee do beare the finnes they did before. 19 Wh 
$ They are bur ſervants, which do rule us thus, Orle 
Yet from their handsnone would deliver us, <6-180 
3 With danger ofour life our bread wee gat, 
For in the wilderneſle, the ſword did wait, 2T ” 
22 


10 The tempeſts of this famine wee liv d in, 
Black asan Ocean colour'd had our kinne : 


I1 In Jedaes cities they the maids abus'd 
By force, and ſo women in S/9x us'd, 

x2 The Princes with their hands they hung; no grace 
Nor honour gave they to the Elders face. 


I 3 Unto the mill our yong mencarricd are, 
And children fell under the wood they bare. 
* 14 Elders, the gates, youth did their ſongs forbeare, 
Gone was our joy; our dancings, mournings were, 


1 5 Now is the crowne falne from our head, and woe 
Beunto us, becauſe we'have ſinned fo. Y: + 2? 

16 For this our hearts do Janguiſh, and for this SAD © 
C cr our eyesacloudy dimneſle is, 
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17 Becauſe mount Siox deſolate doth Iye, 
' And foxes theredo goe at libertie: 

18 But thou O Lordart ever, andthy throne 
From generation, to generation, 


— 


19 Why ſhould thou forget us eternally? 
Or leaye us thus long in this miſery > 

20 Reſtoreus Lord to thee, that ſo we may 
Returne, andas of old, renew our day. 


:1 For oughteſt thou, O Lord, deſpiſe us thus 
:2 And to be utterly cnrag'd at us? 
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AVay thou fondling motley humoriſt, 

Leave mee; arid in this ſtanding woodden cheſt, - 
Conſorted with theſe few bookes, let melye 

priſon, and here be cofhn'd, when T dye; - 

Here ate Gods condufts, grave Divines, and here- 
Natures Secretary, the Philoſopher. 

Andjolly Stateſmen, which teach how to tie 

The ſinewes of a cities miſtique bbdie, : 

flere gathering Chroniclers, and by chem ſtand 

Giddie fartaſtique Poets of each land. 

Shall I leave allthis conſtant company, 
ird follow headlong, wild uncertaine rhee>: | ; 20 
it ſweare by thy belt love incarneſt *- * oh 
[thou which lov'ſt all, canſt love any beſt). 

hou wiitnot leave mee in the middle ſtreer;, 

hough ſome mere ſpruce companion then dof meet; 
ot though'a Captainedocome 1n thy way 

12ht parcell gilt, with forty dead mens.pay,.. 

vr though a briske perfum'd prert Courtier 

cigne with a nod, thy courteſie,to anſwer. 

"r comea velvet Juſtice witha long: , ». 


cat traine'ofbleyw coats,twelve, or fourteen ſtrong, 
Tt 3 Wil 


* 
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Wilt thou grin or fawne on him, or prepare 
A ſpecchto Court his beautious ſonne and heire? 
For better Br wotſe take mee, or leave mce : 
To take, and leave mee is adultery, 
' Oh monſtrous, ſuperſtitious puritan, 
Of refin'd manners, yet ceremoniall man, 
That whenthou meer fi one with enquiring eyes, 
Doſt ſearch, and like a needy broker prize 
The filke, and gold he weares, and to that rate 
Sohigh or low, doltsatle thy formall haty': 
That wilt confort none, untill thou have knowne 
What lands hee bath in hope, or of his owne, 
As though all thy companions ſhould make thee 
Jointures, and marry thy deare company, 
Why ſhould'ſi thou that doſt not onely approve; 
Bur in ranke itchie Juſt, defire, and love 
The nakednefſeand barrenneflc to enjoy, 
of thy plumpe muddy whore, or proſtitute boy 
Hatevertuc, though ſhee be naked, and bare, 
At birth, and death, our bodies naked arc; - 
And till our Soules be unapparrelled 
Of bodies, they from bliſſe are baniſhed. 
Mans firſt bleſt ſtate was naked, when by ſinne 
Hee loſt that, yer hee was cloath'd but in beaſts skin, 
And in this conrſe attire, which I now weare 
With God, and with the Muſes I conferre. 
Bur fincethou like acontrite penitenr, 
Charitably warm'd of thy ſinneg, doſt repent 
Theſe vanities, and giddineſſes, loc 
I ſhnt my chamber doore, and come, lets goe, 


—— 
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Buc ſooncr may a cheape whore, whehath beene 
\Worne by as many ſeverall men in finne, 

As are black feathers, or musk-colourhoſe, 
Name her childs right true father, 'niongfi all choſe : 
Sooner may one gueſſe, who ſha]l beare away 

The infant, of London, Hewee to $h India, 

And ſvoner maya gulling weather Spie 

By drawing forth heavens Sceancscell certainly 

What faſhioned hats, or rvftcs, or ſuits next yearc 
Qurſubtile wittied antique youths will weare; 

Then thou, when thoudeparr'i from mee, can ſhow 
Whither, why,when,or with whom chou would go. 
But how (hall I be paxdon'd my offence 

That thus have {ton'd againſt my conſcience, 

Now we ate inthic ſtreet; He firſt of all 

[mprovidently proud, creepes to the wall, ' 

And ſo imprifoned, and hem'dinby mee 

Sells for a little tate high liberrie, 

Yet though he cannot «Kip ftorthnow to greet 

Every finefilken painted foole we meer, 

Hetheni to him with amorous {miles alleres, }0; 
And grins, ſmacks, ſhrugs, and (uch an itch endures; . 
As prentiſes, or ſchoole-boyes which doe know 
0:fome gay ſport abroad, yetdare not goe. 

And as fidlers ſtop loweſt, at higheſt ſound, ., 
Foro the moſt brave, ſtoopt hee night the ground. 
But tO a grave man, he doth move no more 

Then the wiſe politique horſe would heretofore, 


Now leaps he upright, Joggs me,& cryes, Do you ſee bi 


(onder well favoured youth ; Which 2 Oh, 'tis _ 
n 


he % 
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That dances ſo divinely ; Oh, faid I, 
Stand ſtill, nuſt you dance here for company > 
Hee droopt, wee went, till one (which did excel! 
Th'[ndians, io drinking his Tobacco well) 
Met us, they talk'd; I whiſpered, let us goe, 
'T may be you {ſmell him nor, truely 1.doe; 
He heares not mee, but, onthe other fide 
A many-coloured Peacock having ſpide, 
Leaves him and mee; I for my loſt ſheep ſtay; 
He followes, overtakes, gocs on the way, 
Saying, bim whom laſt left, $'all reputo 
For his device, in hanfoming a ſure; 
To judge of lace, pinke, panes, print, cur, and plight, 
Ofallthe Court, to have the belt concert , 
Ourdull Comedians want him, let hin goe, 
But Oh, God ſtreagthenthee; why ftoop'ft thou o 2 
Why, kehath travailed long > no, but to me 
Whichunderſtand none, he doth ſeeme to be 
Perte& French, and Italian; I replyed, 
Sois the Poxe, He anſwered nor, but ſpy'd 
More men of ſort, of parts, and qualities; 
Arlaft his Love he ina windowe ſpies, 
Andlike light dew exhal'd, he flings from mee 
Violently raviſh'd to his liberty 
Many werethere, he could command no more; 
Hee quarrell'd, fought, bled; and rurn'd out of dore 
Dire&ly came to mee hanging the head, 
And conſtantly a while muſt keepe his bed, 
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Cir; though (I thanke God for it) Ido hate 
Perfectly all this rowne, yer there's one ſtate 

[n all ill things ſo excellently beſt, (reſt; 
That hate, toward them, breeds pitty towards the 
Though Poetry indeed be ſuch a {inne 

As I thinke that brings dearth, and Spaniards in, 
Though like the Peftilence and old faſhion'd love, 
Ridlingly ir catch men; and doth remove 

Never, till it be ſterv'dout; yet their ſtate 
[spoore,difarn!'d, like Papiſts, nor worth hate : 

One, (like a wretch, which at Barre judg'd as deaw, 
Yetpromprs him which ſtands next,and cannot reade, 
And ſaves his life) gives ideot actors meancs 
(Starving himſelfe) to live by his labor'd ſceares, 

As inſome Organ, Puppits dance above 

And bellows pant below,which the do move; (charms 
One would move Love by rithmes; but witchchrafts 
Bringnot now their old,fcares, nor their old harmes, 
gmmes, and ſlings now are ſeely battery, 

Pitolets arethe beſt Artillerie, 

And they who write to Lords, rewards to ger, 

Are they not like fingers at doores for meat ? 

And they who write, becauſe all write, have ſtill 

That excuſe for writing, and for writing 11]; 

But hee is worſt, who ( beggarly ) doth chaw 


Others wits fruits, and in his ravenous maw 
v7 Vv Rankly 
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Rankly digeſted, doth choſe things our-ſpue, 
As his owne things; and they are his owne, 'tis true; 
For ifone eate my meate, though it be knowne 
The meate was mine, th'excrement 1s his owne : 
But theſe do mes fo hacme, nor they which uſe 
To out-doe P22 and out-uſure Jewes; 
To out-drinke the ſ{ca, to out-{weare the LIU 
Vho with ſinnes of all kindes as familiar bee 
As Confeſſors; and for whoſe (infull ſake 
Schoolemen, new tencinents in hell muſt make : 
Whoſe ſtrange ſinnes, Canomſts could hardly tell 
- In which Commandements large receit they dwell, 
Bur theſe puniſh themfelves ; rhe inſolence 
Of Coſcus onely breeds my juſt offence, 
Whomrtime(which rots all,and makes botches poxe, 
And plodding on, muſt makeacalfean oxe) 
 Hathmadea Lawyer; which was alas of late 
- Bur ſcarce a Poer, jollier of this ſtate, 
Then are new benefic'd miniſters, he throwes 
Like nets, or lime-twigs, whereſocver he goes, 
His title of Barriſter, on every wench, 
And wooes in language of the Pleas, and Bench: 
A motion, Lady, Speake Coſcvs; I have beene 
_Infove, ever {incg#riceſimo of the Queene, 
'Continuallclaimes Ihave made, injunQionsgot 
To ſtay my rivals ſuit, that hee ihould nor 
Proceed, ſparc mee; In Hillary termelT went, 
You ſaid. If I Returne next f1zein Lent, 
I hould be in remitter of your grace; 
In th'interim my letters ſhould take place 
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Of aftidavits : words, words, which would teare 
The tender labyrinth of a ſoft maids eare. 

More, more, then ten Sclavonians ſcolding, more 
Then when winds in our ruin'd Abbeyes rore; 
When ficke with-Poerrie, and poſleſt with muſe 
Thou waſt, and mad, I hop'd; butmen which chuſe 
Law praCiiſe for meere gaine; bold ſoule'repute = 
Worſethen imbrothePd ftrampetrs proſtitute. 
Now like an owlelike watchman, hee muſt walke 
His hand ſtill at a bill, now he muſt ralke 

Idly, like priſoners, which whole months will ſweare 


Thronely ſuretiſhy ker bronets ry there, 
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As theſe things doin him; by theſe he chrives. 
Shortly (as the fea) hee will compaſleall the land;® 
From Scots,to VVight,from Mount,to Dover ſtrand, 
And ſpying heires melting with luxurie, 
Satan will not joy at their ſinnes, as hee, 
For as a thrifty wenchſcrapes kirching-ſtuffe, 
Andbarrelling the droppings, and the ſnuffe, 
Ofwaſting candles, which in thirty yeare 
(Reliquely kept) perchance buyes wedding gear; 
Peecemeale he gets lands, and ſpends as much time 


Wringing each Acre, as men pulling prime, WES 
Vy2 In 
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In parchment then, large as his fields, hee drawes 
Aſſurances, bigge,as gloſs'd civil lawes, 

$ huge, that men ( inour times forwardnefle ) 
Are Fathers of the Church for writing leſle, 
Theſe hee writes not; nor for theſe written payes, 
Therefore ſpares no length; as in thoſe firſt dayes 
When Luther was proteſt, He did defire 

Short Pater noſters, laying asa Fryer 

Each-day his beads, but having lefr thoſe lawes, 
Addesto Chriſts prayer,the Power and glory claule, 
But when he ſells or changes land, he'tmpatres 

His writings, and (unwatch'd ) leaves out, ſes heres 
As {lily as any Commenter goes by, 

_ Hard words, or ſenſe; or in Divinity 

As controverters,in vouch'd Texts, lcave out (doubt: 
Shrewd words, which might againſt chem clearc the 
Whereare thoſe ſpred woods which cloth'd hertofore 
Thoſe bought lands?not built, nor burnt within dore. 
Where's th'old landlords troops, & almes,great hals? 
Carthufian faſts, and fulſome Bachanalls.-/ _. 
Equally.I hate, meanesbleſfle, in rich-mens. homes 

I bid kill ſome beaſts, but no-Hecatombs; 

None ſtarve, none urfet ſo.; Bur ( Oh.) weallow, , 
Good workes as good, bur out of faſhion now , 
Likeold rich wardrops; but my words none drawecs 
Within the vaſt reach of ch'huge ſtatute lawes. 
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nde pitty chokes my ſpleene, brave ſcorn forbids: 
[%[ſhoſe teares to iſſue which ſwell my cye-lids,' 
Imuſtnot laugh, nor weepe ſinnes, and be wiſe, 
Canrailing then cure thefe worne maladies ? 
I5norous Miſtrefle faire Religion, | 
As worthy of 'all our Soules devotion; - 
As vertue was 1a the firſt blinded age ? 12.4 
Arc not heavens joyes as valiant toaſlwage f 
Luſts, as earths honour was to them > Alas, | 
As wee do them in meanes, ſhall rhey inrpaſle 
Us in the end, and ſhall chy fathers ſpirit - 
Mecteblinde Philoſophers in heaven, whoſe meric. 
O0fitrict life may be imputed faich, and heare 
Thee, whom heetanghrſo cafe wayecs and neare- 
To follow, damn'd 2 :O#f thou dar'it, feare this?:). 
This feare great courage, and high valour is; . WEE Th 
Darſtthon ayd mutinous-Dutch, and dar'ft thou lay: 7. .../ .{. | 
Thee in ſhips-woodden Sepulchers, a prey | 
To !eadersrage, to ſtormes, to (hor, to dearth ? 
Dart thou dive ſeas; and dungeons of the carth 2 : 
Haſt thou couragious fire to thaw. theice nil 
Offrozen North diſcoueries, and thriſfe IT. 1 Cal 
Colderthen SaJamanders? like divine Revd, 
Children in th'oven; fires of Spaine. and the/l:ne;- 
Whoſe countrieslimbecks:toour badies bee, - 


Canſt thou far gainebeare?and muſt every hee - 
t-Þ + 1 F1 Which. 
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Which cryes nor, Goddeſle,to thy Miſtreſſe, draw, St1 
Or eate thy poyſonous words, courage of ſtraw! WW 
O deſperate coward, wilt thou feeme bold, and 

To thy foes and his ( who made thee ro ſtand 
Sentinellin bis worlds garriſon) thus yeeld, | 
And for forbidden warres, leave th'appointed field 
Know thy foe, the foule devill h'is, whom thou 
Striveſt to pleaſe : for hate, not love, would allow 
Thee faine, his whole Realme to be quit, andas 
The worlds all parts wither away and paſſe, 

So the worlds ſelfe, thy other lov'd foe, is 

In her decrepit wayne, and thou loving this, 

Dok love a withered and worne ſtrumpet; laſt, 
Fleſh ( it ſelfe deattr) and joyes which fleſb cantaſte, 
Thou loveſt, and thy faire goodly foule, which doth 
Give this fleſh power to tate joy, thou doſt loath, 
Secke true religion, O where? Mirreus 

Thinking herunhous'dher, and'tied from.us, 
Seekes her at Rome, there, becauſe hee doth know 
That ſhee was there a thonſand yeares agoc, 

He loves the ragges ſo, as wee here obcy 

The Ratecloth where the Princeſate yeſterday. 
Crantsto ſuch brave Loves willnor be inthrall'd, 
But foves her onely, who at Geneva is call'd 
Religion, plaine, ſimple, ſullen, yong, 
Contemptuous, yet unhanſome. As among 
Lecherous humors, there is one that judges 

No wenches wholſome, but courſe country drudges: 
Graius ſiayes ftillathome here,and becauſe 

Some Preachers, vile ambitious bauds, and i 1 
| tl 
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Still new like faſhions, bids him thinke that ſhee 
Which dwels with us, is onely perfe, hee 
[mbraceth her, whom his Godfathers will 
Tender to him, being tender, as Wards (till 

Take ſuch wives astheir Guardians offer, or 

Pay valewes. Carelefle Phrygius doth abhorre 
All, becauſe all cannotbe good, as one 
knowing ſome women whores, dares marry none, 
Graccus loves all as one, and thinkesthat fo 
Aswomen do in divers countries goe 

In divers habits, yet are ſtill one kinde; 

So doth, ſo is Religion, and this blind- 

neſſe too much light breeds; but unmovyed thou 
Offorce muſt one, and forc'd but one allow; 

And the right; aske thy father whieh is ſhee, 

Let him aske his; though truthand falſhood bee 
Neare twins, yet trutha little elderis ; 

Bebulie to ſeeke her, beleeve mee this, 

Hee's not of none, nor worſt, that ſeekes the beſt, 
Toadore, or ſcorne an image, or proteſt, 

May all be bad; doubr wiſely, in ſtrange way 

To ſand iqquiring right, 1s not to ſtray; = 
Toſleepe;or runne wrong, 1s: On aluge hill, 
Cragg'd, and ſteep, Truth ſtahds, and hee that will 
Reach her, about muſt, and about muſt goe, 
And what the hills ſuddennes reſiſts, winne ſo; 

Yet ſtrive ſo, thatbefore age, deaths twilight, 

Thy Soule reſt, for none can worke in that night, 
To will, implyes delay, therefore now doe ' 

Hard deeds, the bodies paines; hard knowledge to 
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"The mindes indeavours reach, and myſteries 
Are like the Sunne, dazling; yet plaine toll eyes; 
Keepe the truth which: thou haſt found; men do not 
Info ill caſe,that God hath with his hand (ſtard 
Sign'd Kings blanck-charters to kill whom they hate, 
Nor are they Vicars, but hangmen to Fate. 
Foole and wretch, wit thoulet thy Soule be tyecd 
To mans lawes, by which ſhe ſhall not be trycd 

At the laſt day? Will it then boot thee 

To fay a Philip, or a Gregory, 

A Harry , or a Martintaught thee this? 

Is not this excuſe tor mere comtraries, 

Ecpaally ſtrong cannot both ſides ſay ſo? 

That thou mayeſt rightly obey power, her bounds 
Thoſe paſt,her gature,&name is chang'd to be,(know, 
Then humble to her is- 1dolatrie; ( dwell 
As ſtreames are, Power is., thoſe bleſt flowers that 
At the rough ſtreames calme head,thrive and do well, 
But having let their roots, and themſelves given 

To the ſtreames tyrannous rage, alas are driven 
Through mills,& rockes,8& woods, and at laſt, almoſi 
Conſum'din going, inthe ſeaare loſt : 

So perith Soules, which more chuſe mens unjuſt 
Power from Godclayard,then God himſfelfe co truſt, 
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e, VV =! : I may now receive, and dic ; My finne 
Indeed is great, but I have beene in. 
A Purgatorie, ſuch as tear'd hell 1s vs! 
A recreation, and ſcant map of this. we 
My minde, neither with prides itch,nor yet hath been 
Poyſon'd with love to ſee, or to beeſeene, 
| had no ſtir there,nor new ſuite to ſhew, 
Yet wentto Court; Butas Glazewhich id goe 
To Maſle in jeſt, catch'd, was faine to diſburſe 
The hundred markes, which is the Statutes cutlſe; 
Before he ſcapt , So'it pleas'd my deſtinic 
(Guilty of my {in of going,) to thinke me 
As prone toall ill, and of good as forget- 
full, as proud, as luſifull, and as much 1n debr, 
As vaine,as witleſſe, and as falſe asthey 
Which dwell in Courr, for once going that way. 
Therefore ſuffered this; Towards me did runne 
Athing more ſtrange, then on Niles ſlime, the Sunne 
| tr bred, orall which into Noabs Arke came : 
i WI Athing, which would bave pos'd Adam to name, 
Stranger then ſeaven Antiquaries ſtudies, T4199" 
Then Africks Monſers, Guianaes rarities, | 6 (658 
Stranger then rangers ; One, who fora Dane, 
inthe Danes Maſſacre had ſure beene ſlaine, ' 
[t hehad liv'd then, And without helpedies, 
When next the Prentiſes'gainſt Strangers riſe. 4) 
wi 287} 71 4: 40086 
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One, whom the watch at noone lets ſcarce goe by, © 4 C 
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One, to whom, the examining Juſtice ſure would cry, 
Sir, by your prieſthood tell me what you are, | Got 
His cloths were ſtrige,though coarſe; 8 black,though Ml '< 
* Sleeveleſſe his jerkin was, andit had beene _ (bare, WM ÞY 
Velvet, but 'twas now (fo much ground was ſeenc) His 
Become Tuffcaffatie.; and our children ſhall G 
See it plaine Raſhe awhile,then nought at all, 

This thing hath travail'd,and ſaith, ſpeakes all tongues 
And only knoweth what to all States belongs, 
Made of th' Accents, and beſt phraſe of all theſe, 

He ſpeakes one language ; 1f ſtrange meats diſpleaſe, 
Art can deceive, or hunger force my taſt, 

But Pedanrs motley tongue, fouldiers bumbaſt, 
Mountebankes drugtongue, nor the termes of law 
Are ſtrong enough preparatives, to draw 

Me to beare this, yet I muit be content 

With his tongue: in his tongue, call'd complement: 
In which he can win widdowes, and pay ſcores, . 
Make men ſpeake treaſon, coſen ſubtleſt whores, 
Out-flatter favorites, or outlie either 

Jovius, or Surius, or both together. 

He names mee, and comes to mee; I whiſper, God! 
How have I ſinn'd,that thy wraths furious rod, 

This fellow chuſeth me > He faith, Sir, 

I loye your judgement ; Whom doe you prefer, 

For the beſt linguiſt > And I ſeelily 

Said, that I chought Calepines DiQionarie ; 

Nay, but of men, moſtTweet Sir. Bezathen, 

Some Jeluites, and two revercnd men 
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Ofour two Academies, Inamed;1 here 

He ftopt mee, and ſaid, Nay, your Apoſtles were 

Good pretty lingaiſts, and ſo Panirge was; 

Yet a poore gentleman; All theſe may paſſe 

By travaile, Then, as ifhe would have fold 

His tongue, he praiſed it, and ſuch words told 

That I was faine to fay, If you hadliv'd, Sir, 

Time enough to have beene Interpreter 

To Babel!s bricklayers, ſure the Tower had ſtood. 

He ads,If of court life you knew the good, 

You would leave lonelineſſe, I ſaid, notalone 

Mylonelineſſe is, but Spartanes faſhion , 

To teach by painting drunkards, dothnot laſt 

Now', Aretines pictures have made few chaſt ; 

No more can Princes courts, though therebe few 

Better pictures of vice, teach me vertue z 

He, like to a high ſtretcht lute ſtring ſqueakr, O Sir, 

'Tis ſweet to talke of Kings. At Weſtminſter, 

Said T, The man that keepes the Abbey tombes, 

And for his price doth with who ever comes, 

Ofall our Harries, and our Edwards talke, 

From King to King and all their kin can walke: 

Your eares ſhall heare nought, but Kings; your eyes 

Kings only; The way to it, is Kingſtreer. (meet 

He ſmack'd,and cry'd, He's baſe, Mcchanique, coarſe, 

yoare all your Engliſhmen in their diſcourſe. 

Are not your Frenchmen neate ? Fine, as you ſee, 

| have bur one freachman, looke, hee followes mee. 

ow they are neatly _ I, of this minde am, 
our only wearing is your Grogaram ; | 

Y S > ——_ Not 


—_— 


: 


po a = > R ; Yd - 
"E Fwy : - . » | 
= ; 


34-0 SAathres. 


Not ſo Sir, I have more, Under this pitch 
He would not fliez I chaff'd him ; But as Itch 
Scratch'd into ſmart, and as blunt iron'grown'd 
Into anedge, hurts worſe: So, I foole found, 
Crofling hurt mee , To fit my ſallennefle, 
He toanother key, his ſtile doth addreſſe. 
And askes, what newes ? I tell him of new playes, 
He takes my hand,and as a Still, which ſtaies 

A Sembriefe, 'twixt each drop, he nigardly, 
As loth to enrich mee, ſorells many a lie, 
More then ten Hollensheads,or Halls, or Stowes, 
Of triviall hauſhold traſh ; He knowes, He knowes 

WhentheQueene frown'd, or ſmil'd, and he knowes 

" Afubtle States-man may gather of thar , (what 

Heknowes who loves ; whom: and who by poylon 
Haſts to an Offices reverſion + 
He knowes who'hath ſold his land, and now doth beg 
A licence, old iron, boores, ſhooes, and cgge- 
ſhelsto tranſport; Shortly boyes (ball ngr play 
Ar ſpan-counter, or blow-poinr, but fhall pay 
Toll to ſome Courtier; And wiſer then all us, 

He knowes what Ladie isnot painted ; Thus 
He with home-meats tries me ; Ibelch, ſpue, ſpit, 
Looke pale, and ſickly, like a Patient ; Yer 
He thruſts on more ,| And as if he'nndertooke 
To ſay Gallo-Belgicus without booke 
Speakes of all States, and deeds, that hath becn ſince 
The Spaniards came, to the lofle of Amyens. 
Likea bigge wife, at ſight of loathed mear, 
Readieto travaile : So I ſigh, and ſwear 


To 


Satyres. 341 
To heare this Makergnt ralke in vaine:For yer, 
Either my humour, or his owne to fir, 
He like a 'priviledg' d ſpie, whom nothing can 
Diſcredir, Libells now *gainſt each great man. 
He namesa price for every office paid ; 
Heſaith, our warres thrive 111, becauſe delai'd ; 
That officesare entail'd, and that there are 
Perpetuities of them laſting as farre 
As the laſt day ; And that great officers, 
Doe with the Pirates ſhare, and Dunkirkers. 
Who waſts1n meat, 1n clothes ,in horſe, he notes; 
Who loves VVhores, who boyes, and who goats. 
| more amas d then Circes priſoners, when 
They felt themſelves turne beaſts, felt my ſelfe then 
becomming Traytor, and mee thought I ſaw 
One of our Giant Statutes ope his jaw 


Toſucke me, in, , fox alan Jt WET 
lr fox 
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Allignes of loathing ; But ſince Tam in, 
[mwl? pay mine, and my forefathers nne 
Tothe laſt farthing Therefore tro my power 
Tovghly and ſtubbornly [ beare this croſſe, But the 
Of mercy now was come, He tries to bring (houre 
Me to pay a fine to ſcape his rorturing, 
And fates, Sir, can you ſpare me; I ſaid, willingly ; 
Nay, Sir, can you ſpare me a crowne? Thankfully I 
Gaveit, as Ranſome; But as fidlers, ſtill, 
Though they be paid to be gone, yet needs will 

X x93 -*_  Theuſt 
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Thruſt one more jigge upon you: ſo did hee 
With his long complementall thankes vexe me. 
But he is gone, thankes to his ngedy wanr, 

And the prerogative of my Crowne : Scant 

His thankes were ended, when I, (which did ſec 


All the court fill'd with more ſtrange things then hee) 


Ranfrom thence with ſuch or more haſt, then one 
Who feares more ations, doth haſt from priſon; 
At home in wholeſome ſolitarineſſe 

My precious ſoulebegan,the wretchedneſle 

Of ſniters at court to mourne, and a trance 

Like his, who dreamt he ſaw hell, did advance 

It felfe on mee, Such men as he ſaw there, 

I aw at courr, and worſe, and more; Low tearc 
Becomes the guiltie, not theaccuſer ; Then, 
Shall I, nones ſlave, ofhigh borne, or rail 'd men 

| Feare frownes > And,my Miſtreſſe Truth, betray thee 
To hufhing,braggart, puft Nobility. 

No,no, Thou which ſince yeſterday haſt beene 
Almoſt about the whole world, haſt thou ſecns, 
O Sunne, in all thy journey, Vanitie, 

yuch as {wells the bladder of our court ? 1 

" Thinkehe which made your waxen garden, and 
Tranſported ir from Italy to (tand 

With us, at London, flours our Preſence,for 

Juſt ſuch gay painted things, which no ſappe, nor 
Taft have in them, ofirsare, And naturall 

Home of the ſtocks are, their fruits, baſtard all. 
'Tis ten aclockandpaſt; All whomthe Mues, 


Baloune, Tennis, Dyct, orthe ewes, Had 
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Had all the morning held, now the ſecond 

Time made ready,that day, in Rocks, are faund 
lathe Preſence, and I,(God pardon mee. ) 

As freſh, and ſweet their Apparrells be, as bee 
The fields they ſold to bny them, For a King 
Thoſe hoſeare, cry the flatterers; Andbring 
Them next weeke tothe Theatre to ſell , 

Wants reach all ſtates; Me ſcemes they doeas well 
Atſtage, as court; All are players, who e'r lookes 
(For themſelves dare not goc) o'r Cheapſide books, 
Shall figde their wardrops Inventory ; Now, 

The Ladies come; As Pirats. which doe know 

That there came weak ſhipsfraught with Cutchannel, 
The men board them zand praile, as they thinke, well, 
Their beauties zthey the mens wits, Both are bought. 
Why good wits ce'r weare ſcarlet gownes, I thought 
This cauſe, Theſe men, mens wits for (peeches buy, 
And women buy all reds which ſ{carlets die, 

He call'd her beauty limetwigs, her haire ner. 

She feares her drugs ill laid,her haire looſe ſc, 

\Would not Heraclitus laughto ſce Maerine, 

From hat, to ſhooe, himſelte as doore refine, 

As ifthe Preſence were a Moſchite, and lift 

His skirts and hoſe,and call his clothes to ſhrifr, 
Making them confeſſe nor only mortall 

Great (taines and holes in them; but veniall 

Feathers and duft, wherewith they fornicate. 

And then by Dwrers rules ſurvay the ſtate 

Othis each limbe,and with iringsthe odds tries | 


; Othis neck to his legge, and wal to thighes, j 
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So in immaculate clothes, and Symetrie 
Perfe& as circles, with ſuch nicetie 
As a young Preacher at his firſt time goes 
To preach, he enters, and a Lady which owes 
Him not ſo muchas good will, he arreſts, 
And unto her protelts protelts proreſis 

So much asat Rome would ſerve to have throwne 

' Ten Cardinalls into the Inquiſition ; 

And whiſperd by Jeſu ,ſo often, that A 
Purſevant would have raviſh'd him away 

- For ſaying of our Ladies pfalter, Bur'cis fit 
That they each other plague, they merit It. 

| But here comes Glorius that will plague them both, 
Who, in the otherextreme, only doth 
Calla rough carelefleneffe, good faſhion , 
Whoſe cloak his ſpurres/teare ; whom he ſpits 0n 
He cares not, His i|lwords doenoharme 
To him, heruikethin, as if arme, arme, 

. He meant tocrie ; And though his face be as 11! 

As theirs which inold hangings whip Chri(, yer ſtill 
Hefirives to looke worſe, he keepesall in awe; 
Jeaſts like a licenc'd foole, commands like law. 
Tyr'd, now I leave this place, and but pleas'd fo 
As men from gaolesto execution goe, 

Goe through the great chamber (why is it hung 
With the ſeaven deadly ſinnes) beingamong 
Thoſe Askaparts, men big enough to throw 
_ _ © Charing Crofſeforabarre, men that doe know 
''-- Notoken of worth,but Queenes man, and fine 
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Living barcells of beefe, flaggonsof wine, 
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I ſhooke like a ſpyed Sple; Preachers which are 
Seas of Wits and Arts, you can, then dare, 
Drowne the ſinnes of this place, for, for mee 
Which am bur a ſcarce brooke, it enough fhall bee 
Towaſh the ſtaines away; though I yer 
With IM acchabees modeſkie, the knowne merit 
Ofmy worke leſſen: yet ſome wiſe man ſhall, 

' Thope, eſteeme my writs Canonicall, 
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$ $561 ſhalt not laugh in this leate, Muſe, nor they 

Whomany pitty warmes; He which did lay 

Rules to make Courtiers, (hee being underſtood 

May make good Courtiers,but whoCourtiers good)) 

Frees from the ſting of jeſs all who in extreme 

Are wreched or wicxed : of theſe two a theame 

Charity and liberty give me. Vhat is hee 

Who Officers rage, and Suiters miſery 

Can write, and jeit ? Ifallchings bein all, 

AsI thinke, ſince all, which were, are, and ſhall 

Bec, be made of the ſame elements: 

Each thing, each thing employes or repreſents, 

Then man is aworld, in which, Officers, 

Are the vaſt raviſhing ſeas; and Suiters, 

Springs; now full, now ſhallew, now drye; which, to 
That which drownes them,run : Theſe ſeife reaſons do 

 Provetheworlda man, in which, officers 

Arethe devouring fiomacke,and Suiters 

Theexcrements, which they voyd; all men are duſt, 

How much worſe are Suiters, who to mens luſt 

Are made preyes-O worſe then duſt,or wormes meat, 

For they do cate you now, whoſe ſelves wormes ſhall 

They are the mills which grinde you,yet you _ 
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The winde which drives them; and a waſtfvll warre 
Is fought againſt you, and you fight it; they 

Adulterate lawe, and you prepare their way 

Like wittals, th'iſſue your owne ruine is; 

Greateſt and faireſt Empreſle, know you this > ____ 
Alas, no more then Thames calme head doth know 
Whoſe meades her armes drowne, or whoſe corne 
You Sir, whoſe righteouſnes ſhe loves, who I (o'rflow; 
By having leave to ſerve, am-moſt richly © 
For ſervice paid, authorized, now beginne 

Toknow and weed oue this enormous ſinne. 

0 Age of ruſty iron! Some better wir 

Call it fome worſe name, if ought equall it; 

The iron Age that was, when juſtice was ſold, now 
lnjuſtice is ſold deerer farre; allow 

Alldemands, fees, and duties; gamſters, anon 

The mony which you ſwear, and ſweare for, is Ki 
Into other hands : So controverted lands 

Scape,like Angelica, the ſirivers hands, 

[f Law be in the Judges heart, and hee 


Have no heart to reſiſt letter, or tee, 
Where wilt thou appeale?powre of the Courts below 


Flow from the firſt maine head, and theſe can throw 


Thee, if they ſucke thee in, to miſery, 

To fetters, halters; But if the injury 

Steele thee to dare complaine; Alas, thou goeſt 

Acainſt the ſtream,whenupwards:when thou art moſt 
cavy and moſt faint; andin theſe labours they , (way 


Gainſt whom thou ſhould'ſt complaine, will in the 
Yy2 Become 
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Become great ſeas, o'r which,when thou ſhalt bee 
Forc'd to make golden bridges, thou ſhalt ſee 

Thar all thy gold was drown'd in them before, (more 
All things follow their like, only,who have, may haye 
Judges are Gods; he who made and faid them (o, 
Meant not that men ſhould be forc'd to them to goe, 
By meanes of Angels; When ſupplications 
Weſend to God, to Dominations, 

Powers, Cherubins, and all heavens Court, if wee 
Should pay fees as here, Daily bread would be 
Scarce to Kings; ſo 'ris, would 1t not anger 

A Stoicke, a coward, yea a Martyr, 

To fee a Purfivant come in, and call 

All hiscloathes, Copes; Bookes, Primers, and al! 


_ . HisPlate, Challices; and miſtake them away, 


Andlack a fee for comming; Oh, ne'r may 

Faire lawes 'white reverend name be ſtrumpetc., 

To warrant thefts: ſheis eftabliſhed 

Recorder to Deſtiny, onearth, and (hee 

Speakes Fates words, and tells who muſt bee 

Rich, who poore, who in chaires, who in jayles : 

Shee is all faire, but yer hath foule long nailes, 

With which ſhe ſcracheth Suiters; In bodics 

Of men; ſain law, nailes are extremities, 

So Officers ftretchto more then Law can doe, 

As our nailes reach what no elſe part comes to. 

Why bareſt thou to yon Officer ? Foole, Hath hee 

Got thoſe goods, for which men-bared to thee? + 

Foole,twice,thrice,thou haſt bought wrong,and now 
| © | (hungetly 
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Beg'ſt right; But that dole comes not till theſe dye. 
Thou had'{t much, & lawes Urimand Thummim trie 
Thou wouldſt for more; and for all haſt paper 
Enough tocloathall the great Carricks Pepper, 

Sell that, and by that thou much more ſhaltleeſe, 
Then Haman, when he ſold his Antiquities, 

O wretch that thy fortunes ſhould moralize 

Eſops fables, and make tales, propheſies, 

Thou artthe ſwimming dog whom ſhadows coſened : 
And div'ſt,neare drowning, for what vaniſhed, 
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VV: thou forgive that ſinne where Ibegunne, 
which was my fin;though it were done before? 
Wilt thou forgive that ſinne; through which I ranne, 
 Anddorun {lill: though ill I do deplore? | 
When thou haſt done, thou haſt not done, 
For, I have more. 


IT. 


{  Wiltthou forgive that ſinne which I have wonne 
| Others to ſ{inne? and, made my finne their doore? 
Wilt thou forgive that ſmne which I did ſhunne 

| Ayeare, or two : but wallowed in, a ſcore > 
When thou haſt done, thou haſt not done, 


For TI have more, 7 
| | V0 
| III. Ce 

- Te, 
bi [ have a ſinne of feare, that when I have ſpunne 70 
| | My laſtthred, I fhall periſh on the ſhore; & 

| But ſweareby thy ſelfe, that at my death thy ſonne rl 

| * Shallſhine as he ſhinesnow, and heretofore; 'x 

| And, havipg done that, Thou haſte done, ” 

| I teare no more, al 
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Tre? Þ7 14m vulgar lingua ſcripte teſtantur liters nos ami. 

corum meminiſſe,ſed aliena,nos deillis meditari. In ills 
enim affulgent nobts de amicis cogitatiuncule, ſed ut matu- 
tina lelle tranſeunt ,& evaneſcunt:In his ante heremus go 
IMmoramur , & amicos uti ſolem ipſum permanentem nobiſ- 
cum degentewque contemplamur, Habes cur Latine. Ipſius 
tiam ſcribendi audi r tyonem. Peto conſfulium, in quo ſimul 
wmicitiam profiteor meamtudmque agnoſcy: Etenim non li. 
benter no[metipſos exuimms aut iningeny prudentteve do. 
©: tibus aliorum nos fatemur indiges, Nec certe quicquan 
quiſquans (ſit modo ingeriuus)es dentgabit a quo conſuliuns 
petut, Quod enim divina ſapientia extremum char itatis 
ierminum poſuerat ,animam ponere, idem regularum Eccle- 
fetratatores (quod ipſimet Canonici craſſaw 4quitatens 
Want ) de fama & honore cedendo aſſerunt C uſurpant. 
Certe, nou tam beneficits obnexit quam conſiliis reddimur, 
Stdedrem, Philoſopbentur otioſiores,aut quibus otia ſua ne- 
a0tia appellare lubet: Nobis enim nos dudum per ſpicui ſms 
& feneſtrati. Eluceſcit mihi nova, nec inopportuna, nec inu- 
ils (paulo quam optaram forta(sis magrs inhonora) occaſic 
extera piſendi regna, liberoſy, perquam amautiſs1ma con- 
Jugs chariſſima pignera,cateray, hujus aure oblectamenta, 
aliquot ad annos relinquendi, De hoc ut tecum azerem te 
convenirs 
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convenire cupio: Avalerf nec id recuſem)nollem in adibu; 
Barlgtians . Habeo cur abſtineam. Amicitia enim nec vete. 
Yi, nec 1ta ſtrifte munera paulo quam deceat imprudentiori 
imperu mihi videor ibi peregiſſe. Prandere fi vacat firas, | 
aut candre, horulamve perdere pomerid;anam, aut matuti. 
wam liceat mihi ifud apad Rabbinums Lincombum jan 
eommoranti per te intelkgere, & ſatis mihi fiet. Interim 
eponas 670 chartulas meas, quas cum ſponſone cite redhi. 
bitionts (ut barbare , ſed cum ingenioſiſſimo Appollinari 
loquar)accepifti. Inter quas,ſt epigrammata mea Latina,cy 
Catalogs librorum ſatyricus non ſunt non ſunt;extremun 
zuditium, hoc eft , manum ultimam | amjan ſabitars ſunt, 
Earum nonnullePurgatorium ſunm paſſer e,ut correttiones 
emanent. Alia quorum me inſcis in mundum erepſernunt. 
exempla tamen in archetype igne abſumpta fatebuntur ſe 4 
me ad Inferos damnata eſſe. Relique que aut virgines ſunt 
(»iſi quod 4 mulths contredata) ant ita infeliciter ſteriles, 
ut ab ills nulla ingexita ſunt exemplaria, penitms in anni. 
hilationem ( quod flagitioſiſsimis non minatur Dems) cor 
ruent & dilabentur. Yale & amore meo fruere quem vetat 
fortuna ſola ne wti poſsis, Et niſs anims candiao inge- 
nave mealibertate gaudere malis, habe tibi mantipium 
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To Sir. H. G. 


| Send not my Letters as tribute, nor intereſt, aor 

recompence, nor for commerce, nor asteſtimonialls 
of my love, nor provokers of yours, nor to juſtifie my 
cuſtome of writing, nor fora vent and utterance of 
my meditations ; For my letters are either above or 
under all ſuch offices, yer I write very affeQtionately, 
and I chide and accuſe my ſelfe of diminiſhing that af- 
fection which ſends them,when I aske my ſelfe why. 
OnlyT am ſure that I defire that you might have 1n 
your hands letters of mine of all kindes, as conveyan- 
cg and deliverers of mce to you,whether you accept 
measa friend, or as a paticnr, or asa penitent, Or as a 
Bedeſman, for I decline no juriſdiction, nor refuſe any 
tenure, I would not open any doore upon you, but 
l2oke in when you open it. Angells have not,nor af. 
tet not other knowledge of one another then they 
liſt to reveale to one anorher.. It 15 then in this only, 
that friends are Angells, that they are capable and fir 
lor ſuch revelations when they arc offered. If at any 
ume I ſeeme to fludy you more inquifitively, it is for 
10 other end but to know how to preſent you to God 
in my prayers, and what to aske of him for you, For 
cyen that holy exerciſe may not be done inopportune- 
y, nonor importune!y, I finde little errour in that 
Grecians counſel! who fayes, Ifthouaske any thing ot 
God, offer no (acrifice, nor aske elegantly, nor vehe- 
{7 mcntly, 
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mently, but remember that thou would'{t not give to 
ſuch anasker. Nor inÞis other countryman, who af. 
firmes ſacrifice of blood to be ſo unproportionableto 
God, that perfumes,though much more ſpirituall,are 
roo grofſe;* Yea words which are our ſubtleſt and de. 
licateſt outward creatures, being compoſed of 
choughts and breath,arce ſo muddy,fo thicke,that our 
thoughts themſelves are fo, becauſe (except at the 
firft riſing) they ace ever leavened with paſſions and 
affetions. And,that advantage of neerer familiarity 
with God, which the A of incarnation gave us,is 
grounded upon Gods aſſuming us, not our going to 
him. And,our acceiles to his preſence are bur his de. 
ſcents into us. And,when we get any thing by prayer, 
nee gave us before hand the thing and the petition: 
for, | ſcarcethinke any ineffeQuall prayer free from 
both ſinne and the puniſhment of {finne: Yet as God 
{epoſed a ſeventh of ourtime for his exterior worſhip, 
and as his Chriſtian Church early preſented him a 
Typeof the whole yeare ina Lent, and after impoſed 
the obligation of canonique houres,conſtituting ther- 
by morall Sabbaths every day, I am far fro dehorting 
thoſe fixed devotions: But I had rather it were de- 
ſtowed upon thanksgiving then petition, vpon praiſe 
then prayer, Nor that God 1s endeared by that, Or 
 wearied by this; Allis oneinthe receiver, but not 1n 

the ſender. And thankes doth both offices, For, nc- 
thingdoth fo innocently provoke new graces,as grat!. 
rude, [ would alſo rather make ſhort prayers then 


extend them, though God can neither bee ſurpriſed, 
no! 
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nor nor beſieged: For,long prayers have more of the man, 
as ambition of eloquence, and a complacency in the 
worke, and more ofthe devill by often diftrations: 
For, after in the beginning wee have well intreated 
God to hearken, we ſpeaxeno more tohim, Even this 
letter is ſome example of ſuch infirmity; which being 
incended for a letter is extended and ſtrayed into a, 
Homily. And whatſoever is not what it was pores 
ſed, is worſe. Therefore it ſhall at laſt end like ale 
tet by aſſuring you Iam &c, 
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SIR, TILE en Pt 
Nirere hath made al bodies like, by mingling and "ur 
kneading up the ſame elements in every one. And Med 
amogſt me, the other nature,cuſtoe,hath made every ther 
mind like ſome other, Ve are patternes or copies, we in be 
inform, or imitate.Bur as he hath not preſctly attain'd per: 
to write a good hand, which hath equaled one cicel. "ref 
lent maſter inhis A, another in his B, much leflehee rob! 


which hath ſought all the excellent maſters, and cn. 
ployed all his time to exccede in one letter , becauſe 
not ſo-much an exccllency ofany nor every one, as all 
evennefſfe and proportion, and reſpe to one another 
gives the perfe&ion; Sois no man vertuous by parti 
cular example. Not he which doth all actions to thc 
patterne of the moſt valiant, or liberall, which Hiſto- 
ries afford : Nor he which chuſes from every one thcir 
beſtaQions,and therupon doth ſomething like thole. 
Perchance ſuch may bee 7 via perficiendorum , which 


Divinesallow to Monaſticall lite,but nor Perfefforum, 484 
which, by them, is only due to prelacy; For vertue is halt 
even, and continuall, and the ſame , and can theretorc {0p 
breake no where, nor admit ends, nor beginnings; 1: our 
is not or.ly not broken, but nor tyed together, He 1s NUY 
got vertuous,out of whoſe ations vou can pick an cx- cati 
cellent one. Vice and her fruits may be ſeene,becaule vo 


they 
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they are thick bodies, but nor vertue, which isall lighr. 
And vices have ſwellings and fits, and noiſe, becaulc 
being extremes, they dwel far aſunder,and they main- 
aine both a foraine ware againſt vertue, and a civill 
zpainſt one another, and affect ſoveraignty , as vertue 
doth ſociety. The later Phyſitians ſay, that when 
our naturall inborne preſervative is corrupted or wa- 
ted, and muſt bereftored by alike extracted from o0- 
V5 bodies, thechiefe care is, that the mummy have 
nitnoexcelling o quality,but an equally digeſted tems 
per: And ſuch is rrue vertue. Bur men who have 
preferred money before all, thinke they deale honou. 
ably with vertuc,it t! 1ey compare her with money: 
And think, that as mony 15 not called baſe,til the allay 
exceed the pure; Sothey are vertuous enough, if they 
have enough to make their actions currant, "which i IS, 
itcither thev oct praiſe, Or (in a lower avaling) 1t they 
INcurre not infamy or peralty, But you know who 
aid Anghſta rmnocentia eſt ad legem bon eſſe , which 
1.edeing given for potItive a ves, ſevere miltakers 
zpply even to GoJs law, and (perchar.ce aZaini his 
co:mmandement) binde themſely es to [is counfalles, 
beyond his lawes, But they are worſe, that think that 
becauſe ſome men formerly waltfull, live better with 
halfe rheir rents then they did with all, being now ad. 
vantaged with diſcretion and expericnce, therefore 
our timesneed lefſe morall vertue then the firſt, be- 
cauſe we have Chriſtianity, whichis the uſe and appli. 
cation of all vertue. As though our religion were but 
anart Of thrift, to make a little vertue o0e far, For as 
Lz} Plentt- 
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plentifull ſprings are fitteſt, and beſtbecome large A- 

ueduas, ſo doth much vertue ſuch a ſteward and Of. 
feet asa Chriſtian. But I muſt notgive you a Homi. 
ly for a letter. I ſaid agreat whule ſince, that cuſtome 
made men like; We who have beene accaſtomed to 


one another arelike in this, that we love not bulineſle, S 
This theretore ſhall nor beto you nor me abuſielet- [| 

ter, I end with a probleme, whaſe errand 1s, to aske 
for his fellowes, I pray before you ingulfe your {elfe th 
in the Progreſſe,leaverhem for mee, and ſuch other NC 
een Airy Of My papersas you will lend mee till your returne, he 
rb . 4 And befidesthis allegoricall lending, lend me truly - ti 
2+ *©;” yourcounſells, And love/God and me, whileſt I low It 
 himand you. -; , wont endl {i <row pc 
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ToStirH.G. 


31 Rz 
| 24a Teuſday morning, which hath brought me to 
London, preſents mee with all your letters. Mee 
thought it was a rent day, I meane {ici as yours, and 
not as mine. And yet ſuch too, when I conſidered 
how munch I ought you for them, How good a mo- 
ther, how fertile and abundant the underſtanding ts, 
it ſhee-have a good father. And how well friendihip 
pecformes that office, For that which is denyed in 0- 
ther generations is done in this of yours. For hers is 
ſupertztation, child upon child, and, that which is 
more ſtrange,twinnes at a latter conception, It inmy 
ſecond religion, friend(hip, I had a conſcience, either 
Errantem tO miſtake good and bad, and indifferent, 
or Opinantem to de raviſhed by others opinions or ex- 
amples, of Dxb/am tO adhcre to neither part, Or Scru» 
puloſam to encline to one, but upon reaſons light in 
themſelves or indiſcuſſed 1n mee (which are almoſt all 
the diſeaſes of conſcience)I might miſtake your often, 
long,and buſie letters, and fearc you dd tur intreate 
mc tonhayve meicy upon you any ſpare you, For you 
know our court tooke the reſolution, that it was the 
delt way to diſpatchthe French Prince backe againe 
quickly, to receive him ſolemnely, ceremonioully ; 
and expenſively, when he hoped a domeſtique and _ 
rable 
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rable entertainment. I never meant to excell you in 
waight nor price, but in number and bulke I thought 
I might: Becauſe he may caſt up a greater ſumme who 
hath but forty ſmall moneyes, then hee with twenty 
Portuguefſes. The memory of ſriends, (I meane only 
for letters) neither enters ordinarily into buſted men, 
becauſe theyare ever employed within, nor into met 
of pleaſure,becauſe they are never at home, For tie 


| 


wiſhes therefore which you wonne out of your ple- 
ſureand recreation, you were as excuſable to mes if 
you writ ſeldome as Sir H. VWorttonis under tic op- 
preſſion of buſineſſe or the neceſſity of ſcemitg {> :( x 
more then hee, becauſe I hope you have both plez!ure 
and buſineſſe. Oaly to me, who have neither, ts 9- 
miſſion were {inne. For though writing be not of the 
precepts of friendihip, but ofthe coun{c!is : yer, as1n 
{omecales to ſome men counſlells become precepts, 
thovgh nIt immediately from God, yer very roundly 
and quickly from his Chu:ch, (as ſeliingand dividing 
T00dSs In the firit rime, continerice in the Roman: 
Church, and order and decency in ours) To ro mee 
who can de nothing elſe, ir ſeemes to dinde my CoN- 
ſcience to write. And it is finne to doe againſt tic 
conſcience, though thac crre; Yer no mans letters 
might be better wanted then mine,(ince my whole let- 
ter is nothing elſe but a confeſſion that I ſhould and 
would write, I ought you aletter in verſe before by 
mine owne Probale, & now that you thinke you havc 
hedned in chat debtby agreatezby your letter in verlc 


I ti.nke it now moſt ſealonable and faſhionall for mec 
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tobreake. Arleaſt,to write preſently were to accuſe 
my ſelfe of not having read yours ſo oftenas ſuch a let- 
ter deſerves from you ro mee, To make my debr 
oreater (for ſuch is the deſire of all, who can. 
rot Or meane not to pay ) I pray reade theſe two 
problemes : for ſuch light flaſhes as theſe have 
beene my hawkings in my Surry journies, I ac- 
company them with another ragge of verſes, worthy 
of that name for the ſmalneſſe, and age, for it hath 
long lyen among my other papers,and laughs at them 
that have adventured to you: for I thinketill now you 
ſaw it not, and neither you, nor it ſhould repent it. 
Sir, if I wereany thing, my love to you might multi- 
ply it, and dignifie it: Bur infinite nothings are bur 
one ſach: Yet ſince even Chymerace have ſome name, 
and titles, I amalſo 
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| To Sr. H. G. 


SI Ry 
* the hiſtory or ſiile of friendſhip, which is beſt 
written both in deeds and words, a letter which is 
ofa mixed nature, and hath ſomething of both is a 
mixt parentheſis : It may be left our, yet it contri. 
butes, though not to the bee1ng, yet ro the verdure, 
and freſhneſſe thereof. Letters have truly the ſame 
office, as oathes. As theſe among(t light and empty 
men, are but fillings, and pauſes, atd interjetions: 
but with waightier, they are ſad atteſtations; So are 
letters,to ſome complement, and obligationto others, 
For mine, as I never 'authorized my ſervant tolycin 
my behalfe (tor if it were officious in him,it might be 
worſe in mee) fo Iallow my letters much leſle that ci. 
vill diſhoneſty,both becauſe they goe from mee more 
confiderately , and becauſe they are permanent, tor 
in them 1 may ſpeake to you in your chamber a yearc 


hence before I know not whom, and not heare my 


ſe]lfe, They ſhall therefore ever keepe the ſincerity 
and intemerateneſle of the fountaine whence they are 
derived. And as whereſoever theſe leayes fall, the 
root 1s in my heart, ſo ſhall they, as that ſucks good 
afte tions towards you there, haveever true impreſii- 
ons ttzereof, Thus much information is in very leaves, 
thatthey can tell wharthe tree is, and theſe can tell 
you 


. 
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ou 1 am afriendand an honeſt man. Of what gene. 
rall uſe, the fruit ſhould ſpeake, and I have none: and 
of what particular profit ro you, your application and 
experimenting ſhould tell you,and you can make none 
offuch anothing; Yet even of barren Sicamores, ſuch 
as I, there were uſe, if cither any light flaſhings , or 
ſcorching vehemencies, or ſudden ſhowers made you 
need ſo ſhadowie an example or Remembrancer. But 
(Sir ) your fortune and minde do you this happy in- 
jury, that they make all kinde of fruits uſeleſſe unto 
you; Therefore I have placed my love wiſely where I 
need communicate nothing, 

All this, thongh perchance you reade it nor till 
Michaelmas, was told you at Michio. 15, Aug, 1607. 
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S 18, 
i ſhould be no interruption to your pleaſures to 

heare mee often ſay that I love you, and that you 
are as much my mcditationas my ſelfe: I'ofren com- 
pare not you and mee, but the Spheare in which your 
reſolutionsare, and my wheele; both I hope concen. 
trique toGod : for me thinkes the newAftronomieis 
thus applyable well , chat wee which are a little earth 
ſhould rather move towards God , then that hee 
which is fulfilling, and can come no whither, ſhould 
move towards us. To your life full of variety, no. 
thing is old, nor new to mine, And astothar lite, all 
ſtickiogs and heſitations ſeeme ſtupid and ſtony, o to 
this, all fluid (lipperineſfes and tranfirory migrations 
ſeeme giddy and feathery. ]n that life one is ever in 
the porch or poſterne, going in or out, never within 
" hishouſe,himſelf: It isa garment made of remnants, a 
life raveld out into ends, a line diſcontinued, & a num. 
ber of ſmall wretched points; uſeleſſe , becauſe rhey 
concurre not : A life built ofpaſ} & future, not propo- 
{ing any conſtant preſent . They have more pleaſures 
rhen wee, but not more pleaſure :they joy oftner, wee 
longer ; and no man bur of ſo much underſtandingas 
may deliver him from being a toole, would change 
witha mad-man, which had a better proportionof 
wit in his often L«cids . You know, they which 
dwell fartheſt from the Snnne , 1f in any con- 


venient diſtance , have longer dayes , better appe- 
CLI&S 
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tices, better digeſtion, better growth, and longer life, 
And all theſe advantages have their mindes who are 
yell removed from the ſeorchings, and dazlings, and 
exhalings of the. worlds glory;but neither of our lifes 
are in ſuch extremes; for you living at Court without 
ambition, which wonvld burne you, or envy which 
woulddeve(t others, live in rhe Sunne, not in the fire; 
and I which live in the Country withour-fſtupifying, 
am not tn darknefle, but in ſhadow, which is not no 
light, bur a pallid,warriſh,and dilured one. As all ſha. 
dowes are of one colour if you reſpetrhe body from 
which theyare caſt(for our ſhadows uponcclay will be 
dirty,and ina gardengreene,and flowery,)ſo all rety- 
rings into a.ſhadowie life are alike from allcauſes,and 
alice ſubje& to the barbarouſneſle. and infipid dulnes 
of the countrie : Only the employment, and that upon 
which you caſt and beſtow your pleaſure, bulineſſe, 
or bookes, gives it the tindture,and beanty. But truly 
whereſoever we are,if wee can but tell our ſelves truly 
what & where we would be, we may make any ſtate & 
place ſuch: For we gre ſo compoſed that if abundance, 
orglory ſcorch & melt us,we have an earthly cave,our 
bodies to go. into by conſideration, &coole our ſelves: 
and if we be frozen, and conrrafted with lower and 
darke fortunes , wee have withipus a torch, a foule, 
lighter and wartner then any without : weare there- 
fore our owne umbrellas, and our owne Suns, Theſe 
Sir, are the Sallads, and Onyons of Michin, fent 
to you with as wholſome affetion as your other 
friends ſend Melons and Quelque choſes from Court 
and London. If I preſent you not as good dyet 
Aaa 3 as 
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as they, I would yet ſay grace to theirs, and bid 
muchgood doir you . L ſend you, with this, a letter 
which [ ſent roche Counteſle. It is not my uſe nor gy. : 
ty to do fo, But for your having of it, there were but 
twoconſents, and I am ſure you have mine,and you 
are ſure you have hers: I alſo writ to her Ladiſhipfor 
the verſes thee ſhewed in the garden, which I did not 
onely to extort them , nor onely to keepe my pro- 
miſe of writing, for that I had done in theother let. 
ter, and perchanceſhee hath forgotten the promiſe, 
nor onely becauſe I thinke my. letters juſt good 
cnough fora Progrefſe, but becauſe I would write 
apace to her, whilit it is poſſible to expreſle that 
which I yet know of her, for by this growth I ſec how 
ſoore ſhe will be incffable. 
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Tothe Counteſſe of Bedford. 


Happieſt and worthyeſt Lady, 

Donot remember that ever I have ena petitionin 

verſe, I would not therefore be ſingular, noradde 
theſe to your other papers. I have yer adventured fo 
neare aSto make a petitis for verſe, It is for thoſe your 
Ladiſhip did me the honor to ſee in a Twicknam gar- 
den,except you repet your making & having mended 
your judgement by thinking worſe, that is, better, be- 
cauſejuſter, of their ſubje&t, They muſt needs be an 
excellent exerciſe of your wit, which ſpeake fo well 
of fo 111. I humbly begge rhemof your Ladiſhip, with: 
wo ſuch promiſes, as to any other of your compoſi- 
tions were threatnings: That T wil nor ſhew ther, & 
that I willnot beleeve them; And nothing ſhould be 
fouſed which comes from your braine ot heart. If I 
ſhould confeſfe a fault in the boldnefle of asking' 
them, or make a fault by doingit ina.loriger letrer, 
your Ladiſhip might uſe your fiile and old faſhion of 
the Court towards mee, and pay-mee with a pardon, 
Here therefore I humbly kifſe your Ladiſhips faire 
learned, hands and wiſh you good wiſhes and ſpeedy 


rants, 


lonur Ladifhips ſervant 


Jo.DONNE. 


RB Ecauſc I amtina place and ſeaſon where I ſee every 

ching bud forth; 1 muſt do ſo too, and vent ſome 
of my medications to yoh, the rather becauſe all other 
buds being yet without taſte or vertue,my letters may 
be like them . The pleaſantnes of the ſcaſon diſpleaſes 
mee. Every thing refreſhes, andI wither, and I grow 
older and not better. My ſtrength diminiſhes, and my 
load growes, and being to paſſe more and more 
ftormes,lI finde that I have not only caſt out all my bal. 
laſt whichnature and time gives, reaſon 8 diſcretion, 
& ſoam asempry & light as vanity can make me, bur 
I have over-fraught my felfe with vice, and foam rid- 
dingly ſubje& to ewo contrary wrackes, ſinking and 
over-ſetting, andunder the iniquity of ſuch a diſcaſe 
asenforces the patient when hee is almoſt ſtarv'd, not 
onely tofaſt, but to purge; for I have muchto rakein, 
and much to caſt out. Sometimes I thinke it eaſierto 
diſcharge my ſelfe of vice then of vanity, as one may 
ſooner carry the fire out of a roome then the ſmoke: 
Andthen1 ſce it was a new vanity to' thinke ſo. And 
when I'thinke ſometimes, that vanity, becauſe it 1s 
thinne and airy, may be expelled with vertue or buſi- 
neſle, or ſubſtantiall vice; 1 finde that I giveentrance 
thereby to new vices, Certainly as the carth & water, 
RET SON ER COe OHe DOUYID Oh Vice 
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2nd vanity, there is but one Centrum morbs, And that 
which later Phyſitias ſay of our bodies,ts fitter for our 
mindes;for that which they call deſtruion, which is a 
corruption and want of thoſe fundamentall parrs - 
whereof we confiſt, is vice: And that Coledio Ster. 
corum,which is but the Excrement of that corruption, 
is our vanity and indiſcretion. Both theſe have bur 
one root in mee, and muſt bee pulled our atonce, or 
never. But 1 am (o far from digging to it, that I know 
not where it is, For it is not in mine eyes only, but in 
every ſenſe, nor in my concupiſcence only, bur in eve- 
ry power and affection. Sir, I was willing tolet you 
ſce how impotent a man you love, not todiſhearten 
you from doing fo till (for my: vices are not infeQi- 
ous, nor wandring, They came not yeſterday, nor 
meane to goe away today : They Inne nor, but dwell 
in mee, and ſee themſelves ſo welcome, and finde in 
mee ſo good bad company of one another, that they 
will not change, eſpecially to one not apprehenſive, 
nor eaſily acceſſible) but I doe it,that your counſell 
might cure mee, and if you deny that,your example 
ſhall, for I will as auch ſtrive to be like you as I will 
wiſh you to continue good, 


Letters. 
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To SirH.G. 


SIR, 
J Hope'you are now wel come to London, and well, 
and well comforted in your fathers health and love, 
and well contented that we aske you how you doe,and 
tell you how we are, which yet I cannot of my ſelte, 
IfT knew thatTI were ill, I were well; For we conſiſt 
of three parts, a Soule, and Body, and Mind : which [ 
call choſe thoughrs and affe&ions and paſſions, which 
neither Soule nor Body hath alone, but have beere 
begorren by their communication, as Muſique reſults 
out of opr breath ahd a Cornet. And of all theſe the 
diſcaſes are cures, if they! be krowne. Of our Soules 
fickneſſes, which are {innes, the knowledge is, to ac- 
krowledpe, and that is her phyſick, in which wee are 
fot dieted by drams and ſcruples, for we cannor take 
roo much, Of our bodies infirmities , though our 
knowſedbebe partly ab extrir/eco, from the opinion o: 
the Phyſitian, and that the ſubje& and matter be flex!- 
ble, and various; Yer their rulesare certaine, and !! 
the matter be rightly applycd ro therule, our' know- 
ledge rthercofisalfo certaine. But of rhe difealcs Oi 
the mindc, there is no Cryterium,no Canon, no rule; 
for,our owneralt and apprehenſion & interpretation 
thould be che judge, and thar 1s the diſcale it ſclte, 


Therefore ſomerimes when I finde my ſelte traplpor: 
rc 
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red with jollity, and love of company, I bang leads at 
my heeles, and reduce to my thoughts my fortunes, 
my yeares, the duties of a man, of a friend, of a huſ- 
band, of a father, and all the incumbencies of a family. 
When ſadneſſe dejetts me, cither I countermine it 
with another ſadneſſe, or I kindle ſquibs about mee 
azaine, and flic into ſportfUlnefleandeompany., And 
| tinde ever afterall, thatTam like atfExorcift, which 
had long laboured about one, which at laſtappeares to 
have the Mother, that I ſtill miſtake my diſcafe, *And 
I till vexe my {elte with this,becauſe if I know ir ror, 
10 body can know it. And I comfort my ſel fe hectuſe 
Hee diſpaſhoned men are ſubje&to the like ighdran- 
ces: For divers mindes out of the ſame thing-efter 
draw contrary concluſions, as Aughitine th a. 
vout Anthony to bee therfore full ofrhEholyShoſt, 
becauſe,not being able to read, he could ſay thewhole 
Bible, and interpret ir. And Thyrzus the Jcſuite for 
the ſame reaſon doth thinke all the Anabapriſts to be 
poſſeſſed. And as ofcen our of contrary things men 
draw one conclution. As, To the Romane Churdh, 
Magnificence ard Splendor hath ever beene an argn- 
ment of Gods tavour, and Poverty,and Afﬀiction, to 
the Greeke. One Ffthis variety of mindes it proceeds, 
that though all cvr Sonles would goe to one end, 
Heaven, and all 0:;r bodics mult goe to one end/ the 
Earth : Yer our third part, the minde, which 4g0ur 
natural] Guide here, chufes to every wen aſcverall 
Way. Scarce any man likes what anoghierdorh, nor,2d- 
viſedly, that which himfclfe, Bur,Sir,IAm beyond my 
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purpoſe ; - I meant to write a letter,and Iam fallenin- 
tO a diſcourſe, and I doenot only take you from ſome 
buſineſſe, bur I make you a new buſ nefle by drawing 
you into theſe meditations. In which yet let my open. 
nes be an argument of ſuch love as I would fain cx. 
preſſe in ſome worthicr faſhion, 
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' TO THE 
MEMORIE OF 


MY EVER DESIRED 
FRIEND 


Dr. DONNE: 


T2 haveliv'd endinent, in a degree 

Beyond our lofry'fi flights, thar is, like Thee, 
Ort'have had coo much merir, isnort ſafe; 

For, ſuch exceſſes finde no Epitapn. 

At common graves we have Poctique eyes 

Can melt themſelves incaſie Elegies , 

Each quill can drop his tributary verſe, 

And pin it, like the Hatchments, to the Hearſe : 
Burt at Thine, Poeme, or Inſcription 

(Rich ſoule of wit, and language) we have none, 
Indeed a ſilence does that tombe befir, 

Where is no Herald left to blazon it. 
Widow'd invention juſtly doth forbeare 

To come abroad, knowing Thouart not here, 
Late her great Patron , VVhoſe Prerogative 
Maintain'd, and cloth'd her ſo, as none alive 


Muſt now preſume, to keepe her at thy rare, 
Though he the Indies for her dowre eſtate. 
Bbb 2 Or 
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Orelſe that awfull fire, which once did burne 
In thy cleare Braine, now fa[ne into thy Urne 
Liyesthere, to fright rude Empiricks trom thence, 
Which might prophane thee by their Ignorance. 
Who ever writes of Thee, and 1n a ſtile 

Unworthy ſuch a Theme, does bur revile 

Thy precious Duſt, and wake alearned Spirit 
Which may revenge his Rapes upon thy Merit. 

For, all a.low pitch't phantie can deviſc, 

VVill prove, at beſt,but Hallow'd Injuries. 

Thou, like the dying Swanne, did(t lately ſing 
Thy Mournfull Dirge, in audience of the King ; 
VVhen pale lookes, and faint accents of thy breath, 
Preſented fo, to life, that peece of death, 

That it was fear'd, and propheti'd by all, 
Thouthither cam'ſt ro preach thy Funerall. : 
O! had'{t Thou in an Elegitacke Knell 

Rung out unto the world thine owne farewell, 
And inthy High Victorious Numbers beate 
The ſolemine meaſure of thy grievd Retreat ; 
Thou might'(t the Poets ſervice now have mitt 
As well, as then thou did'ii prevent the Prieft ; 
And never toxthe world beholding bee 

So much, as for an Epitaph for thee. 

I doe not live the office, Nor is 't fit 
Thnon, wio did'ii lend our Age ſuch ſummes of wit, 
ShoultPit now re-borrow from her pankrupt Mane, 
Thar Orc ro Bury Thee, which once was Thipe, 
Rather full leave us in thy debt, And know 
(Exalted Sonle) more glory 't is t© owe 
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Uuto thy Hearſe, what we can never Pay, 
Tien, with embaſed Coine thoſe Rites defray. 

Commit we then Thee to Thy f(elfe : Nor blame 
Our drooping loves, which thus to thy owne Fame 
Leave Thee Executour, Since, bur thine owne, 
No pen could doe Thee Juſtice, nor Bayes Crowne 
Thy vaſt deſert; Savethar, wee nothing can 
Depure, to be thy Aſkes Guardian. 

So Jewellers no Art, or Metall cruſt 

To torme the Diamond , but the Diamonds dit. 
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To the deceaſed Author, 


Upon the Promiſcuous printing ofhis Poemy 
the Looſer fort, wich the Religions. 


VV Hen thy Zooſe raptnres, Donne,(hall mcet with 
| That doe confine (Thoſe 
Tuning, unto the Duller line, 
And ſing not, but in Sant#ified Proſe ; 
How will they, with ſharper cyes, 
The Fore-skinne of thy phanſie circumcile ? 
And feare, thy wantonneſſe ſhould now, begin 
Example, that hath ceaſed to be Sin > 


And that Fearefannes their Heat, whilſt knowing eyes 
Willnot admire 
At this Strange Fire, 
-That here is wizeled with thy Sacrifice: 
But dare reade even thy Wanton Story, 
- As thy Confeff;on, not thy Glory. 

And will ſo envie Both to futuretimes, | 
That they would-buy thy Goodweſſe, with thy Crimes. 
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On the death of 


Dr DONN8. 


| Cannot blame thoſe men, thatknew thee well, 

Yet dare not helpe the world, to ring thy knell 
Intunefull Zlegies, there's not language knowhe 
Fit for thy mention, but 'twas firſt thy owne; 

The Epitaphs thou writſt, have ſo bereft 

Our tongue of wir, there is not phanſie lefr 
Enough to weepe thee, what henceforth we ſee 
Of Artor Nature, muſt reſult from thee, 

' There may perchance {ome buſie gathering friend - 
Steale from thy owne workes, and that, varied, lend, 
Which thou beſtow'ſt on others, to thy Hearſe 
And ſo,thou ſhalt liveſtill in thine owne verſe, 
Hee that ſhall venture farther, yay commit 
A pitied errour, ſhew his zeale, not wit, 

Fate hath done mankinde wrong; vertue may aime 

Reward of conſcience, never can,of fame, 

Since her great trumpet's broke, could onely give 

Faith to the world, command it to beleeve; 
Heethen muſt write, that world define thy parts: 
Here lyes the beſt Divinitie, All the Arts, | 
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On Doflor Donne, 
By D” C. B. of O. 


H** that would write an Epitaph for thee, 

And doit well, muſt firſt beginneto be 

Such as thou wert, for, none can truly know 

Thy worth, thy life, but he that hath liv'd ſo, 

He muſt have wit to ſpare and to hurle downe : 

Enovgh, to kecpe the gallants ofthe towne. 

He muſt have learning plenty; both the Lawes, 

Civill, and Common,to judge any cauſe; 

Divinity great ſtore, above the reſt, 

Nor ofthe laſt Edition, bur the beſt. 

Hee muſt have language, --travaile, all the Arts; 

Fudgement to uſe, or elſe he wants thy parts. 

He muſt have friends thehigheſt; able to do; 

Suchas Hecena, and CAnznſtusroo, 

He wu? have ſuch a {ickneſſe, ſuch adeath, 

Or elſe his vaine deſcriptions come beneath, 
VWt:o then ſhall write 'an Epitaph for thee, 
He muſtbe dead firſt, let*it alone for mee. 
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An Elegieupon the mcomparable 
D:Donwnns. 


A Ll is not well when ſuch a one asI 
Dare peepeabroad, and write an Eleete; 

When ſmaller Starres appeare, and give their light, 
Phebus is gone to bed : Were 1t not night, 
And the world witlefle now that DoNxe is dead, 
You ſooner ſhould have broke, then ſeene my head. 
Dead did I ſay? Forgive this 1»jury 
I doe him, and his worthes 7»finzty, 
To ſay he is but dead, I dare averre 
[t better may be term'd a Maſſacre , 
Then Sleepe or Death, See how the Myſes mourne 
[Jpon their oaten Reeds, and from his Yr»: 
Threaten the VVorld with this Calamity, 

They ſhall have Ballads, but no Poetry i 


Lixgwagelyes ſpeechleſſe; and Divinity, 

Loft ſuch a Trump as evento Exta(ze 

Could charme the Soule, and had an Influence 

Toteach beſt judgements, and pleaſe dulleſt Serſe, 

The Coxrt, the Church, the Y aver ſitre, 

Loſt Chaplaine, Deane, and Dogtor, All theſe, Three: 
Ccc 2 It 


Elegier 


f It was his Af wh that his Furerall 
Couldcauſea loſle ſo great and generall,. 


If there be any Spirit can anſwer give 
Ofſuch as hence depart, to ſuch as ltve: 
Speake, Doth his body there vermiculate, 
Crumble to duſt, and feele the lawes of Fate ? 
Me thinkes, Corruption, Wormes, what elſe is foule 
Should ſpare the Temple of fo taire a Sowle; 
I could beleeve they doe, but that I know 
What inconvenience might hereafrer grow : 
Succeeding ages would Idolatri7e, 
And as his Nambers, ſo his Reliques prize. 


It that Philoſopher, which did avow: 

The world co be but Mores, was living now : 

He would afhrme that th' Aromes of his mould 
. Were they in ſeverall bodies blended, would 

Prodnce new-worlds of Travellers, Divines, 

Ot Linguifs, Poets: ith theſe ſeverall [nes 

In him concentred were, and flowing thence 

Might fill againe the worlds Circumference. 

] could beleevethis too, and yer my faith 

Not want a Preſident : The Phenix hath 

(And fuch was He) a power to animgte 

Her aſl.cs,and hertelfe perpetuate. 

Bur, buſte Soule, thou doſt not well to pry 

frito theſe Sectets; Griefe, and Tealoufie, 

The more they know,the further till advance, 
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And finde no way ſo ſafeas Tenorazce. 

Let this ſuffice thee, that his Sou/e which flew 
Apitch of all admir'd, known bur of few, 
(Savethoſe of purer mould) is now tranſlated 
From Earth to Heaven, and there Conſftelated. 
For,it each Prieſt of God ſhine as a Starre, 


His Glory is as his Gifts,'beve others farce. 


HEN VALENTINE. 
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eAn Elegie upon D' Donne, 


I> Done, great Downe deceas'd ? then England ſay 
ſhou'ha(t loſt a man where languagechoſe to ſtay * 
And ſhew it's gracefull power. I would not praife— 
That and his vaſt wit (which in theſe vaine dayes 
Mate many proud ) but as they ſerv'd tounlock 
'That Cabinet, his minde: where ſuch a ſtock 
Ofknowledge was repos'd, as all lament 
(Or ſhould ) this generall cauſe of diſcontent. 
And I rcjoyceI am not fo ſevere, 
But (asI write a line) to weepe a teare 
; For his deceaſe; Such ſad extremities 
May make ſuch men as I write Elegtes. 
And wonder nor; tor, when a generall loſſe 
Falls ona nation, and they {light the croſle, 
God hath rais'd Prophets to awaken them 
From ſlupitaQion; witneſſe my milde pen, 
- Not us'd roupdraid the world, though now it muſt 
Freely and boldly, for, the cauſe is juft. 
Dall age, Oh I would ſpare thee, but tlYart worſe, 
 Thouart nor onely dull,bur haſt a curſe 
Of black ingratirude;, if not, couldſt thou 
Part with wiraculows Donne, and make no vow 
For thee and thine, ſuccefſively to pay 
Aſad remembrance to his dying day? 
Did his youth ſcatter Poetr/e, wherein 
Was all Philofophie > Was cyery ſinne, 


CharaQer'd 
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CharaQer'd in his Satyres > made [o foule | 
That ſome have fear'dtheir ſhapes, 8& kept their ſoule 
Freer by reading verſe 2 Did he give dayes 
Paſt marble monuments, to thoſe, whoſe praiſe 
He would perpetuate > Did hee (1 feare 
The dull will doubt: ) theſeat his twentieth yeare? 
But, more matur'd : Did his full ſoule conceive 
And in harmonious-holy-mumbers weave © 
A Crowme of ſacred ſonets, fit to adbrae La Coronts 
Adying Martyrs brow :or, tobe worne 
On that bleft head of Mary Magadales : 
Afﬀer ſhe wip'd Chriſts feer, bur not till then? 
Did hee ( fit for ſuch penitents as ſhee 
And hee co uſe) leave us a Litany ? 
Which all devout men love, and ſure, it ſhall, 
As times grow bettergzrow moreclaſlicall, 
Did he write Hymnes, for piety and wit 
Equall tro thoſe great grave Prudentizes writ > 
Spake he all Languages 2 knew he all Lawes > 
Thegrounds and uſe of Phyſicke ; bur becauſe 
'Twas mercenary wav'd it > Went to ſee 
That bleſſed place of Chriſts nativity ? 
Did he returne and preach him 2 preach him ſo 
As none buthee did,or could do 2 They know 
(Such as were bleſt ro heare him know )'ris truth, 
Did he confirme thy age ? convert thy youth? 
Did he theſe wonders > And is this deare loſſe 
Mourn'd by ſo few? (few for ſogreat acroſle.) 
But ſure the lent are Imbicious all 
To be ClsſeMonrners at his Funcrall; 
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384. Elegies 
Ifnot, In common pitry they forbare 
By repetitions to renew Our care; 
Or, knowing,griefe conceiv'd, conceal'd, confumes 
Man irreparably , ( as poylon'd fumes 
Do waſte the braine) make ſilence a fafe way 
To'inlarge the Soule from theſe walls, mud and clay, 
(Materialls of this body ) to remaine 
With Donre in heaven, where no promiſcuous painc 
Leſſens the joy wee have, for, with hm, all 
Are ſatisfyed with joyes eſſential. 

My thoughts, Dwell on this 79y, and do net call 
Griefe backe, by thinking of his Funerall; 
Forget he lov'd mee, Waſte not my fad yeares; 
(Which haſte to Davids ſeventy) fill'd with feares 
And ſorrow for his death;) Forget hisparts, 
Which finde a living grave in good mens hearts; 
And, (fer, my firſt 1s daily paid for finne) 
Forget to pay my ſecond ſigh for him : 
Forget his powerfull preaching; and forge | 
I am his Coxvert, Oh my frailtic ! let 
My fleſh be no more heard, it will obtrude 
This lethargic : ſo ſhould my gratitude, 
My vowes of gratitude ſhould fo be broke; 
Which can no more be, then Donne vertues ſpoke 


\. Byanybut kimſelfe, for which cauſe, I 


Write no. Excomjugs, but an Zlegie. 
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An Elegie upon the death of the 
Deane of Pauls, D*. I6hn Doane : 
By MF, The: Carie. 


Þ An we not force from widdowed Poetry, 
Now thou art dead (Great Donnzx) one Elegic 
To crownethy Hearſe > Why yet dare we not truſt 
Though with unkneaded dowe. bak't proſe thy duſt , 
Such as the unciſor'd Churchman from the flower 
CtfadingRhetorique, ſhort liv'd as his houre, 
Dry as the ſand that meaſures it, ſhould lay 
Upon thy Aſhes, on the funcra!l day > 
Have we no voice, no tune 2 Did'ſt thou diſperfe 
Through all our language, both the words and ſenſe 2 
Tisa ſad truth , The Pulpit may her plaine, 
And ſober Chriſtian precepts till retaine, 
\ Dodctrines it may, and wholeſome ſes frame, 
Grave Homilies, and LeQures, Bue the flame 
Of thy brave Soule, that ſhot ſuch heat and light, 
As burnt our earth, and made our darkneſſe bright, 
Committed holy Rapesupon our Vill, 
Did through the eye the melting heart diſtill, 
And the deepe knowledge of darke traths ſo teach, 
As ſenſe might judge, what phanfie could not reach 
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Muſt be defir'd for ever.-So the fire, 
That fills with ſpirit and heat the Delphique quire, 
Which kindled firſt by thy Promethean breath, 
Glow'd kere a while, lies quench t now in thy death : 
The Muſes garden with Pedantique weedes 
O'c{pred, was purg'd by thee ; The lazie ſeeds 
Offſervile imitation throwne away ; 

And freſh invention planted, Thou didſt pay 
Thedebts of our penurious bankrupt age , 
Licentious thefts, that make poetique rage 

A Mimique fury, when our ſoules muſt bee 

Pofleſt, or with Anacreons Extaſie, 

Or Pindars, not their owne, The ſubtle chear 

Of lie Exchanges, and the jugling feat 

' Of two-edg'd words, or whatſoever wrong 

By ours was done the Greeke, or Latine tongue, 
Thou haſt redeem'd, and open'd Usa Mine 

Of rich and pregnant phanſie, drawne aline 

Of maſculine expreſſion, which had good 

Old Orpheus ſeene, Orall the ancient Brood 

Our ſuperſtitious fooles admire, and hold 

Their lead more precious, then thy burniſh't Gold, 
Thou hadſtbeene their Exchequer, and no more 
They each in others duſt,had rak'd for Ore. 

Thou ſhalt yield no precedence, bur of time, 

And the blinde fate of language, whoſe tuo'd chime 
More charmes the outward ſenſe ; Yet thou mailt 
From fo great diſadvantage greater fame, (claime 
Since to the awe of thy imperious wit 

Our ſtubborne language bends, made only fic 
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Withher toough-thick-rib'd hoopestogird about 
Thy Giant phanſie, which had prov'd too ſtout .. 
For their ſoftmelting Phraſes. As intime 
They had the ſtarr, ſo did they cull the prime 
Buds of invention many a hundred yeare,, 
And left the rifled fields, beſides the feare 
To touch their Harveſt, yet from thoſe bare lands 
Of what is purely thine, thy only hands 
(And that thy ſmalleſt worke) have gleaned more 
Then all thoſe times, and tongues could reape betorey 
But thouart gone, and thy iridt lawes will be 
Too hard for Libertines in Poetrie, 
They will repeale the goodly exiFd traine 
Ofgods and goddefles, which inthy juſt raigne 
Were baniſh'd crobler Poems, now, with theſe 
The filenc'd tales o'th'Metamorphoſes 
Shall Nuffe their lines, and ſwell the windy Page, 
Til: Verſe refin'd by thee, inthislaſt Age, 
Turne ballad rime, Or thoſe 01d Idolls bee 
Ador'd againe, with new apoſtaſie ; 
Oh, pardon mee, that breake withuntun'd verſe 
The reverend filence thar attends thy herlſe, 
Whoſe awfull ſolemne murmures were to thee 
More then theſc faint lines, Aloud Elegie, 
Thar did proclaime in a-dumbe eloquerce 
The death of all the Arts, whoſe influence 
Growne feeble, in theſe panting numbers lies 
Gaſping ſhort winded Accents, and fo dies: 
$0 doth the ſwiftly turning wheele nor ſtand 
n th'inſtagt we withdraw the moving hand, 
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But ſome ſmall rime maintaine a faint weake courſe 
By vertue of the firſt impulſive force : 
And ſo whilftI caſt on thy funeral pile 
Thycrowne of Bayes, Oh, let it crack a while, 
And ſpit di{daine, till the devouring flaſhes 
Suck all the moyſture up, then turne to aſhes, 
I will not draw the envy to engrofle 
All thy perfeQions, or weepeall our loſle , 
Thoſe are too numerous for an Elegie, 
And this too great, to be expreſs'd by mee. 
Though every pen ſhould ſharea diſtin part, 
Yetart thou Themeenovgh to tyre all Art, 
Let others carve the reſt, it ſhall ſuffice 
 Tonthy Tomberhis Epitaph incile. 
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Here lies a Kine, that rul'd as bee thoueht fit 
T he univerſall Monarchy of wit , 

Here lietwo Flamens, and both thoſe, the beſt. 
LA pollo's firſt,at laſt, the true Gods Prieſt. 
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AnElegie on D*, DONNE : By Sir Lucins Carie, 


Oets attend,the Elegte I ſing 

Both of a doubly-named Prieſt, and King : 
[ln ſtead of Coates, and Pennons,bring your Verſe, 
For you muſt bee chiefe mourners at his Hearſe, 
A Tombe your Muſe muſt to hts Fame ſupply, 
Noother Monuments can never die; 
And as he was a two-fold Prieſt; in youth, 
Apollo's; afterwards, the voice of Truth, 
Gods Conduit-pipe for grace, who choſe him for 
His extraordinary Embaſſador, 
Solet his Liegiers with the Poets joyne, 
Both having ſhares, both muſt in griete combine : 
Whilſt Johnſon forceth with his Elegie 
Teares froma griefe-unknowing Scythians eye, 
(Like Moſes at whoſe ſtroke the waters guſht 
From forth the Rock, and like a Torrent ruſh.) 
Let Lawd his funerall Sermon preach, and thew 
Thoſe vertves, dull eyes were not apt to know, ' 
Nor leave thar Ptercing Theme, till it appeares 
To bs goodfriday, by the Churches Teares, 
Yet make nor griefe too long oppreſle our Powers, 
Leaſt rhat his funerall Sermon ſhonld prove ours. 
Nor yet forget that heavenly Eloquence, 
With which he did the bread of life diſpenſe, 
| Ddd3 Preacher 
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Preacher and Orator diſcharg'd both parts 
With pleaſure tor our ſenſe, health for our hearts, 
Andrhe firſt ſuch (Though a long ſtudied Art 
Tellus our ſoule1s all in every part,) 

None was ſo marble, but whil'it hich he heares, 
His Soule ſo long dwelt only/in his cares. 

And from thence (with the fterceneſle of a flood 
Bearing downe vice) vitual'd with that bleſt food 
Their hearts; His ſeed in none could faile to grow, 
Fertile he found them all, or made them 1o : 

No Druggilſt of the Soule beſtow'd on all 

So Catholiquely acuring Cordiall, 
Nor only inthe Pulpit dwelt his ſtore, 

His words work'd much, but his example more, 
That preach't on worky dayes, His Poetrie 

It ſelke was oftentimes divinity, ; 

Thoſe Anthemes (almoſt ſecond Plalmes) he writ 

.. To makeus know the Crofle, and value it, 

(Although we owe that reverence to that name 
Wee ſhould not need warmth from an under flame.) 
Creates a fire inus, ſo neare extreme 

That we would die, for, and upon this theme, 
Next,his fo pions Lirany, which none can 

But count Divine, except a Puritan, 

And that but for the.name, nor this, nor thoſe 
Want any thing of Sermons, but the proſe. 
Experience makes us ſee, that many a one 

Owesto his Countrey hisReligion ; 
Andinanother,would as ſtrongly grow, 

Had but his Nurſe and Mother taught him ſo, 
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Not hee the ballaſt on his Judgement hupg; 
Nordid hispreconceit doe cither wrong ; 
Helabour'd ro exclude what ever {1nne 
By time or careleflerieſſe had entred in; 
Winnow'd the chaffe from whear,but yet was loath 
Atoo hot zeale ſhould force him, burne them borh ; 
Nor woul4 allow of chat fo ignorantgall, 
Which to ſave blottingoften would blot all, 
Nordid thoſe barbatous opinions owne, 
To thinke the Organs {inne,and faftion,none g 
Nor was there expectation to gaine grace 
From forth his Sermons only, but his face ; 
So Primitive a looke, ſuch gravitie 
. With humbleneſſe, and both with Pietiesz * 
$0 milde was Moſesc®fhntenance, whetrhapraitd-. oo 

For them whoſe Sataniſmehis powergairfſaid, «« "#7 
And ſuch hisgravitie, whenall Gods band tt 
Receiv* his wo.Cthrou8h him) at ſecond hand; SES 
Which joyn'd, didflames of more devotipn move 
Thenever Argivy@Hellens couldof lover» 


_—_—— 


WhereforeÞcalld him imhisrcifteKing, 
That Kingdome the Philoſophets beleev'd * 
Toexcell, Alexanders, nor weregriev'd 

By feare of loſſe(that beipg ſuch a Prey 

No ſtronger then ones ſelte can force away) 
The Kingdome of ones ſelfe, this he enjoy'd, 
And his authoritie.ſo well employ'd, ' 
That neverany.could before become 

S0 Great a Monarch, in ſoſtiallaroome ; 


Now to oobca bmi my reaſonbuigie, 
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He conquer 'd rebell paſſions, rul'd them fo, 
Asundes-fpheares by the firſt Mover goe, 

Banifh't ſo farre their working, that we can 

But know he had ſome, for we knew him man, 
Thenlet his laſt excuſe his firſt extremes, 

Hisage ſaw viſi ons,though his youth dream'd dreams. 
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Oz D'.D own x 8 deaths 


By Mr. Mayne of Chriſt- 
| Church in Oxford, 


VV ii? ſhallpreſume to mourn thee, Daxne,unlefſe 
Hecould his teares in thyexpreſfions dreſle, 
And teach his griete that reverence of thy Hearſe, 
To weepe lines, learned, as thy Anniverlie, 

A Pocmeof that worth, whole every teare 

Deſerves the title ofa ſeverall yeare. 

Indeed fo farreabove its Reader, good, 

That weearethought wits, when 'ris underftood, 
Therethat bleſt maid todie, who now ſhould grieve} 
After thy ſorrow, 'twere herloſſe to live; 

And her faire-vertues in arorhers line, 

Would faintly dawn,which are made Saints in thine] 
Hadſt thou beeneſhallower, and not writ ſo high, 

Or left ſome new way for our pennes, or eye, 

To ſheda funerall teare, perchance thy Tombe 

Had not beene ſpeechleſle, or our Muſes dumbe; 

But now wee dare not write, but mnſ} conceale 


Thy Epitaph , leſt we be thought to ſteale, 
o Eec For. 
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For, who hath read thee, and diſcernes thy worth, 
That will not ſay, thy careleſſe houres brought forth 
Fancies beyond our [tudies, and thy play 
Was happter, then our ſerious rimeof day? 

So learned was thy chance; thy haſte had wit, 

And matter from thy pen flow'd raſhly fit, 

What was thy xecreation turnes our braine, 

Our rack and palenefle, is thy weakeſt ſirsfne. 

And when we moſt comeneerc thee, *c1s our bliſſe 
To imitate thee,where thou doſt amiſſte, 

Herelight your mule, you that do onely rhinke, 
And writc, and atc juſt Poets, as yon drinke, 

In whoſe weake fancies wit goth ebbe and flow, 

Juſt as your recknings rife, that wee may know 

In your wholecarriage of your worke, that here 
This flaſh you wrore in VVane, and this in Beere, 
This isto tap your Muſe, which running | 

Writes flat, and takes Oureate nathalte fo ſtrong; 
Poore Subuebe wits, who,ifyou want your cup, 

Or ifa.Lerd recover, areblowne vp. | + : 

* Could you but reach this height, you ſhovld not need | 
To make, cach meale, a projectere youfeced, 

- Nor walke in rcliques, clothes fo old and dare, 

As flefr off to you from Ennias were, : 

Nor (hould your love, jo vesſe, call Mificefſe, thoſe. 
Who are mine hoſtefle, or your whores in proſe; 
From this Muſe learne toCourt, whoſe power could 
A Cloyftred coldnefle, ora Veſtall love, (movc 
And woulg convey ſuch errands torkeircare, 
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That Ladies knew no oddes to grant and heare; 
But Ido wrong thee, Downe, and this low praiſe 

' Is written onely for thy yonger dayes. 
Jam not growne up, for thy riper parts, (Arts, 
Then (ſhould I praiſe thee, thronghthe Tongues, ard 
And have that deepe Divinity, ro know, 
WW hat myReries did from thy preaching flow, 
\Vho with thy words could charme thy audience, 
Thatat thy ſermons, eare was all our ſenſe ; 
Yet have | ſeenethee inthe pulpit and, (hand, 
Where wee might take notes, from thy looke, and 
And from thy ſpeaking aQion beare away 
More Sermon, then ſome teachersuſe to ſay. 
Such was thy carriage, and thy geſture ſuch, 
As could divide the heart, and conſcience touch. - 
Thy motion did confute, and wee might ſee 
Anerrour vanquiſh'd by delivery. 
Not like our Sonnes of Zeale, who to reforme 
Their hearers, fiercely at the Pulpit ſtorme, 
And beate the cnſhion into worle eſtate, 
Then ifthey did conclude it reprobate, 
Who canour pray the glaſſe, then lay about 
Till all Predeftination be runne our. 
And from the point fuch tedions uſes draw, 
Their repetitions would make Goſpell, Law. 
No, In ſuch temper would thy Sermons flow, 
So well did Doctrine, and thy language ſhow, 
And had that holy feare, as, hearing thee, 


The Court would mend, and a good Chriſtian bee, 
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And Ladies chough unhanſome, our of grace, 
Would heare thee, in their unbonght lookes,& face, 
More I could write, bur letthiscrowne thine Urne, 
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Upon 14 |. Donne, 


and his Poems. 


VW Ho dares ſay thou art dead, when he doth ſee 
( Unburied yet ) this living part of thee > 
This part thar to thy becing gives freſh flame, (name, 
And though th'arr Donne, yet will preſerve thy 
Thy fleſh (whoſe channels letr their crimiſen hew, 
And whey-like ranne at laſt ina pale blew) 
+ May ſhew thee mortal], a dead pal(ie may 
Seiſe on'r, and quickly turne 1t into clay; 
Which like the Indian earth, (ball riſe refin'g: - 
Bvt this great Spirit thou haſt lefrbehinde, 
This Soule of Verſe ( inir's firſt pure eſtate) 
__ Shall live, forall the World to imitate, 
Bur not come neer, for inthy Fancies flighr | 
Thou doſt not ſtoope unto the vulgar f1ghe, 
But, hovering highly in the aire of Wit, 
Hold'ſt ſach a pitch, that few can follow it, 
Admirethey may. Each objeQ that the Spring - 


( Ora morepiercing influence) doth bring 
Eeez T'adorne 
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T'adorne Earths face, thou ſweetly did'{t contrive 
" To beauties elements, and thence derive 
Unſpotted Lillies white; which thou did't ſer 
Hand in hand, with the veine-like Violer, 
Making them ſoft, and watme, and by thy power , 
:Could'ſt give both life, [and ſenſe , unto a flower, 
The Cheries thou haſt made to ſpeake, will bee 
Sweeter unto the taſte, then from the tree. 


» And (ſpight ofwinter ſtormes) amidſt the ſnow 


Thou ofr haſt made the bluſhing Roſe ro grow, 
The Sea-nimphs, that the watry cavernes keepe, 
Have ſent their Pearles and Rubies from the deepe 
To deck thy love, and plac'd by thee, they drew 
More tuſtre to them, then where firſt they grew, 
All minerals (that Earths full wombe doth hold 
Promiſcuouſly ) thou coujdftconvert to gold, 
And with thy flaming raptures ſo refine, 
That it was much morepure then in the Mine, 
The lights that guild the night, if thou did'ſi ſay, 


They looke like eyes, thoſe did out-ſhine the day; $ 


For there would be more vertue in ſuch ſpells, 
Then in Meridians, or crofle Parallels : 
Vhat ever was of worth inthis great Frame, 


That Art could comprehend, or Wit could name, ; 


It was thy theme for Beauty; thou did(t ſee, 
Woman, was this faire YYorlds Epitomie. 
Thy nimble Satyres too, and every ftraine 
( With nervy ſtrength) that iſſued from thy brain, 
Will loſe the glory of their '* cleare bayes, 
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[fthey admit ofany others praile. 
But thy diviner PoEms ( whole cleare fire 
Purges all droffe away) ſhall by a Quire 
Of Cherubims, with heavenly Notes be ſer 
 (Wherefleſhand blood couldne'r attaine to yet) 
There pureſt Spirits ſing ſuch ſacred Layes, 
In Panegyrique Allelaiaes. 
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In memory of Door Donne: 
By M” R.B. 
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D onne dead > 'Tis hete reported trye, hougty | 
Ne'r yet ſo much deſir'd to heare a lye, 

'Tis ro0 to0 true, for ſo wee finde it (till, 

Good newes are often falſe, bur ſeldome, ill: 

But muſt poore fame tell us his fatall day, 

And fhall we know his death, the common way, 
Meethinkes ſome Comet bright ſhould have forctold Þ 
The death of ſuch a man, for though of old 7 
'Tis held, thar Comets Princes death foretell, 

Why ſhould not his, have needed one as well? b 
Who was thePrince of wits,'mopg(t whom hereign'd, #7 
High as a Prince, and as great State maintain'd ? Y 
Yer wants he not his figne, for wee have ſeenc 

A dearth, the like to which hath never beene, 

Treading on harveſts heeles, which doth preſage. 

The death of witand learning, which this age : 
Shall finde, now he is gone; tor though there bee F 
Much graice in ſhew, none brought it forthas he, 
Or men are miſers; or if true want raiſes (praiſes. 
The dcarth, then more that dearth Donnes plenty Þ ; 
Ot learning, languages, of eloquence, f 
Ana Poclſie, (paſt rauiſhing of ſenſe,) 

He had a magazine, wherein ſuch ſtore 

Was laid up, as mighthundreds ſerve of pore; 
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But he is gone, O how will his deſire 

Torture all choſe that warm'd them by his fire > 
Mcethinkes I fee him in the pulpit ſtanding, 

Not cares, Or eyes, but all mens hearts commanding, 
Where weethat heard him, to our ſelves did faine 
Golden Chryſoſtome was alive againe ;. 

And never were we wearr'd, til] we ſaw 

His houre (and but an houre)to end did draw. 

How did he ſhame the dorine.men, and uſe, 

With helps to boot, for'men to beare th'abuſe 

Of their tir'd patience, and endu:e th'expence 

Ol eime,O ſpent in hearkning to non-ſenſe, 

With markes alſo, enough whereby to know, - 

The ſpeaker is a zealous dunce, or ſo. 

Tis rrue, they quitted him, to their poore power, 
They humm'd againſt him, And with face moſt {owre 
Call'd him a ſtrong lin'd man, a Macaroon, 

And no way fit to ſpeake toclouted ſhoone, 

As fine words [truly] as you would deſire, 


Bur [verily,] buta badedifiex, 


Thus did theſe beetles {light in him that good, 

They could not ſee, and much leſſe underſtood, 

But we may ſay, when we compare the ſtufte 

Both brovght ; He was a candle, they the ſnuffe, 

Well, Wiſedome's of her children juſtifi'd, 

Let therefore theſe poore fellowes flandafide ; - 

Nor, though of learning he deſerv'd fo highly, 

Would I his booke ſhould fave him ; Rather tlily 

I hould adviſc his Clergienot to pray, 

Though of the learn'dſi fort ; Eris thinkes that oy 
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Ot the ſame trade, are Judges not (o fit, 
There's no ſuch emulationas of wit. 
Of ſuch, the Envy might as much perchance 
Wrong him, and more, then th others ignorance, 
It was-his Fate (I know't) to beenvy'd 
As much by Clerkes, as lay men magnih'd; 
And why? but *cauſe he came late in the day, 
And yct his Penny earn'd, and had as they. 
- No more of this, leaſt ſome ſhould ſay, thatTI 
Am trard to Satyre, rheaning Elegie. 
No,no, had DoNnNE need to be judg d or try'd, 
A Jury I would ſummonon his ſide, 
That had no ſides, nor factions, paſt the touch 
Ofall exceptions, freed from Paſſon, ſuch 
As norto feare nor flatter, e'r were bred, 
Theſe would Tbring, though called from the dead: 
Southampton, Hambleton, PEbrooke, DorſetsEarlcs, 
Huntingdon, Bedfords Counteſles (the Pearles 
- Once ofcach ſexe.) If theſe ſuffice nor, I 
Ten aecem tales have of Standersby : | 
All which,for DoxNEe, would ſucha verdiQ give, 
As can velong to none, that now doth live.; 
But what doe I > Adiminution'tis 
To ſpeake of him in verſe, ſo ſhort of his, 
Whereof he was the maſter; All indeed 
Compar'd with him, pip'd onan Oaten reed. 
O that you had but one *mongft all your brothers 
Could write for him, as he. hath done for others: 
(Poets I ſpeake to) When I ſee'r,1'll ſay, . 
My eye-{ight betrers, as-my yeares decay, 
; Meane 


——_ OT 
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: oy 
Meane time a quarrel I ſhall ever have 
Againſt theſe doughty keepers from the grave, 
Who uſe, it ſeemes their old Authoririe, 
When(Verles men immorrall make) they cry : 
Which had it been a Recipe true tri'd, 
Probatum eſſet, DONNE hadneverdy'd. 
For mee, ife'rI had leaſt ſparke at all 
Of that which they Poetique fire doe call, 
Here I confeſle it fetched trom his hearth, 
Which is gone out, now he is gone to earth. 
This only a poore flafh, a lightning is 
Before my Muſes death, as after his. 
Farewell (faire ſoule) and deigne receive from mee 
This Type of that devotion I owe thee, 
From whom (while living) as by voice and penne 
I learned more, then from a thouſand men: 
So by thy death, am of one doubt releas'd, 


And now beleeve that miracles are ceas'd. 
| 


Epitaph. 


|S LG lies Deane Downe; Enough; Thoſe words 

Shew him as fully, as if all the ſtone (alone 

His Church of Pauls contains, were through inferib'd 

Or all the walkers there, to ſpeake him, brib'd. 

- None can miſtake him, forone ſuch as Hee 

Doxxe, Deane, or Man,more none ſhallever ſee. 
Pita | Nox 
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Not man > No, tthoughunto a Sunne eacheye 
Were turn'd, the whole carth ſo to overſpie, 
A bold brave word ; Yet ſuch brave Spirirs as knew 
H:s Spirit, will fay, 1 it , leſſe bold then trug, 
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Epitaph wpon Dr, Donne, 
By Exay: Porter, 


$ jj decent Urne a {ad inſcription weares; 
Of Dopxnes departure from us,vothe ſpheares : 


And the dumbe ſtone with ſilence ſeemes to tell 
The changes of this lite, wherein is well 

Expreſt, A cauſe to make all joy to ceaſe, 
Andneverlert our ſorrowes more take eaſe x 

For now it is impoſſible to finde 

One fraught with vertues, to inrich a minde ; 

But why ſhould death, witha promiſcuous hand 
Ar one rude ſtroke impoveriſh a land ? 

Thou firi Attorney, umofiricter Fate, 

Did thou confiſcate hislifeout ofhate 

To his rare Parts ? Or did{trhou throw thy dart, 
With eqyious hand, gt ſome Plebeyan heart; 
And he with pious vertue {tept betweene 

To fave thar (troke, and fo was kill'dunſfeene 

By thee?O 'twas his goodneſle lo to doe, 
Which humane kindneffe gever reacht unto. 
Thus the hard lawes of death were ſatisfi'd, 

And he left us like Orphan friends, and di'de. 
Now from the Pulpit to the peoples cares, 
Whoſe ſpeech ſhall ſend repentant fighes, and teares? 
Or tc11 mice, it a purer Virgin die, 


Who it:all hereafter write her Elegie ? 
Fit 2 Poets 


— 
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Poets be ſilent, let your numbers ſleepe, 
For he is gone that did all phanſte keepe; 
Time hath no Soule, but his exalted verſe, 
Which with amazements,we may now reher[e; 


. 


